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ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 



CHAPTER I. 

ANODDBABT. 

*' Vision unto vision calleth 
As the young child dreameth on.^^ 

/^NLT a woman should write a woman's 
^^ life. Who else can toucli in the 
delicate lights and shades that compose 
such a picture ? Who else can tell what 
unseen hands strike the chords that ring 
out true or false as angel or demon sweep 
the strings ? 

I will try to shadow out a woman's life, 
as I, a woman, saw and read it by the light 
of my own heart's sympathy. I am some 
years older than Muriel. I knew and loved 

b2 



4 ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 

her ever since she was brought by her nurse 
to see me, a pale, ugly, large-eyed baby, 
with an old-world look on the little pinched 
face. From that day forward she was my 
darling, my heroine ; yet heroine is a word 
misapplied to her ; she never sought to be 
one, never was one, except in the secret 
combats of life. 

I can see her now, as I saw her in the 
early Spring of her girlhood, with her bright 
clear eyes and her frank face. She was 
not beautiful, but she was loveable and 
true ; there was something peculiarly at- 
tractive in her slight form, her small, classic 
head, with the dark hair braided closely 
round it, and, above all, in the setting of 
that head on the drooping shoulders. I 
could have recognised her amongst a thou- 
sand, if I had only caught sight of its 
peculiar turn as she stooped to listen to 
some whispered words. 

The few khe loved were devoted to her ; 
the affection she could inspire was of no 
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ordinary or passing nature; she was not 
appreciated by the many. She was too far- 
sighted, too honest, too true, too keen in 
her sense of right and wrong, for this 
nineteenth century — ^this age of solemn 
shams. She looked through and beyond 
the conventionalities which are the gospel 
of our time, and she suffered, as all must 
do who wander out of the beaten track of 
every-day civilization. She was wrecked 
on many a quicksand, stranded on many a 
shore, that her contemporaries and com- 
panions, less earnest and less sensitive, 
avoided ; and I write her story as a warn- 
ing and a beacon — as a light that may 
gleam over the stormy sea we all must 
navigate, and which may point out the 
sunken reefs .over which the breakers dash 
themselves in snowy foam in the dark 
midnight. 

I found some old papers the other day 
amongst a pile of manuscript which Muriel 
had given me to look over. They were 
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the productions of her childish years — 
prose and poetry, the commencement of a 
fairy tale, the end of a wild romance, Ital- 
ian translations, an unfinished drama, a 
free rendering of Stranger's songs, all 
mixed up together, all yellow with age, 
and written in half-round hand. But some 
few of the crumpled sheets of newer aspect 
attracted my attention more than all the 
rest; I read them with deep interest. 
They were the history of her young life. 
It seemed as if she had begun the task of 
recording her inmost feelings, and, weary- 
ing of it, had flung it aside. I will quote 
a few passages from it here :— 

" I was a shy, nervous, passionate child, 
living in a world of dreams, apart from all 
around me. My joys and sorrows were 
intense ; no one understood my strange 
impulsive nature. The scenes of those 
days flit past me like the changes of dis- 
solving views. * * * * 

" I see myself at dessert, after a dinner- 
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party, before a fancy ball, my mother, 
whose beauty is still a memory in her native 
place, dressed as a Quakeress, whilst I re- 
velled in pink kid shoes. 

" I am placed in a baby-chair by my 
father's side, and I turn from his glittering 
uniform of blue and gold to a gentleman 
in dark green, with a jacket hanging over 
one shoulder. This puzzles me — ^why does 
he not put it on ? I ask him why, and he 
says that is how the ofl&cers of the Austrian 
Rifles wear their jackets. I meditate on the 
desirabmty of a second skirt thrown over my 
shoulders ; and, as I watch the Rifleman, I 
see something black and furry drop off Ms 
face — it is his false moustache 1 I know 
now what it was, but then I sprang down 
with a shriek of delight, to hunt for it, 
crying out, * Oh 1 papa, papa, man has lost 
one of his mouses 1' for I really believed it 
was one of those little animals, * * * 

" A cloud comes over the scene. I have 
a bow and arrow, and I proudly ' sally forth, 
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attended by my nurse for my afternoon 
walk. A child, older than myself, and of 
decidedly plebeian appearance, mocks at 
me ; I draw my bow, the arrow strikes her 
in the forehead, I see the blood run down 
and I run away ; I feel that I am at heart 
a murderess I 

" For days afterwards I suffered all the 
tortures of suspense, imagining at every 
moment that I was about to be taken before 
some Court of Justice, and condemned to 
dreadful punishments. I do not think I 
was consoled by my relatives assuring me 
that God was very angry with me, and that I 
should never go to Heaven. . They had 
been obliged to pay a whole half a crown 
to the mother of the injured infant, and 
they wished to impress upon me the enor- 
mity of the sin I had committed in put- 
ting them to this expense. The matter 
was not placed before me in any other 
point of view. ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

" I was utterly lonely. I never cared for 
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dolls, and I expended a wealth of affection 
upon a fat black terrier who was the con- 
fidante of my troubles and the consoler 
of my aJB^ctions, and who wagged a sym- 
pathetic tail when L whispered my woeful 
story in his ears. I was quite sure he 
understood it all. 

" As I grew a year or two older, things 
got much worse. My father was a Uni- 
tarian, and troubled himself very little 
with the religious training of his child. 
My mother and her two sisters, who re- 
sided with us, were Evangelicals of the old 
school. What a cold, formal religion theirs 
was, and what a very uncomfortable one 
for all, except the select party who alone 
were to inherit a future life 1 They were 
of the elect, their prospects finally settled, 
and sinners were to them only brands re- 
served for the burning. I was clearly a 
little fiery stick, eminently fitted for the 
furnace. I was taught to think of * Our 
Father in Heaven' as a stern judge, at 
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whose very name I should tremble. I 
have never quite lost that early impres- 

9 ^te. ^te. ^te. ^te. 

sion. • • • • 

" It was proper in * my station of life ' 
that I should receive a certain amount of 
religious education, and I endured penance 
through the means of Watt's Catechism and 
Mrs. Trimmer. If I might only have had the 
big Bible I — ^there were pictures there ; but 
no, to me was served out a diluted essence, 
very flat and very tasteless. When I did 
get hold of the original, how I revelled in 
the wars of the Israelites, and their fierce 
vengeance on the foes of the Lordl I 
acted it all over, with an old midshipman's 
dirk of my father's fastened round my 
waist by a crimson scarf. There in the 
dim, long dining-room, commanding only 
a contracted view of a stone-yard of dreary 
appearance, I was Joshua, the warlike 
leader of the Jews ; and, waving my little 
sword, and thundering out in a childish 
voice dreadful denunciations picked out of 
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the Psalms, I slew the tribes of the Philis- 
tines, men, women and children, in ima- 
ginary thousands, and returned in triumph 
to Jerusalem (the arm-chair in the corner) . 

" I persisted in feeling the greatest pity 
for Esau, and asserting that Jacob had 
cheated him horribly ; and Eebecca was as 
bad, to put him up to it ; and the result of 
these frightfully unorthodox opinions was 
that the Bibles were carefully locked up, 
in company with Byron's entire works, an 
old edition of " Pamela " and her rewarded 
virtue, as being equally injurious to my 
faith and morality. 

" That I might not disgrace the family by 
open heathenism, I was made to kneel 
down night and morning, and repeat cer- 
tain words, calling down blessings on every 
one except myself; and I went through 
this edifying proceeding with considerably 
less interest than if I had been repeating a 
history lesson. 

" I was but a tiny, passionate mite, when. 



12 ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 

being left to myself, and my own devices, 
one Sunday afternoon, and duly provided 
with a book I detested, called, if I remem- 
ber rightly, * Stories on the Catechism.' 
I began seriously to think over my ways. 
I had successfully resisted being taken to 
church a second time, by threatening to 
shriek through the whole service (and they 
knew I was capable of doing it, too) ; but 
it was so unutterably dreary that any 
punishment they could devise seemed pre- 
ferable. 

" Well, there I was, and what was to be- 
come of me? Was I always to be a 
* naughty, naughty child ? ' Was there 
nothing better than this ? Were church- 
going and religion in other lands, and to 
other people, such weary work ? Was the 
God whose anger they flung at me on 
every occasion, great and small, really so 
cruel and cold-hearted? Was there no 
one to taka a loving interest in me ? They 
told me of a Saviour who had even died 
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for His people, His elect people. Well, I 
was a human being, capable of joy and 
sorrow like them, but I was not elect — of 
course not. I was not at all like them, 
and so He had nothing to do with me. 
But it was very kind of Him to do even 
this much — ^very noble, very grand — ^it was 
more than Joshua would have done. Per- 
haps as He was so very loving and good, 
if some very particularly elect person would 
ask Him very much. He would not mind 
helping just one more poor little thing that 
could not help being born, and who had 
never been consulted in the matter. Who 
was that person ? — ^where could he or she 
be found ? As for the clergyman, he had 
a wife and so many children of his own to 
look after, temporally and spiritually, that he 
could have no time to be troubled with me. 
There was one elect, very elect lady, Mrs. 
Evans ; she wore a bonnet unlike the rest, 
she gave my mother advice how * to break 
me in,' she always got me into trouble here 
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below, and she would only get me into 
fnrtlier trouble up above — that was hope- 
less. No, there was no one Efcely to be 
heard who could or would plead for me. 

" Suddenly it flashed upon me — His Mo- 
ther ! Surely He loved her, and would 
hear her ! Could she l^ar me ?— of course 
she could. If my grandmother, who, they 
told me, was always watching me, to see 
how wicked I was, and to hear the nau^ty 
words I said, could hear me, so could she. 
Perhaps, if I asked her, she would pity me. 
My naughtiness was no trouble to her, she 
had nothing to do with it, and surely He 
would listen to her. 

" There was a picture of her in the big 
locked-up Bible, with her Child upon her 
knee, and the face was so kind and pleas- 
ant. I have seen it since in all the beauty 
of Baphael's rich coloxiring — the Madonna 
della Seggiola — ^and it came back upon my 
memory so clearly in those long after- 
years ; that Sunday afternoon, the lonely, 
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desperate feeling, the faint hope that 
turned to her, and the Florentine GWfleiy 
faded, the blue Italian sky grew dim — I 
was that baby-theologian, that infant sin- 
ner once more, in a dull English home, on 
a far-off day, when as honest and earnest a 
prayer went up to the Virgin Mother as 
was ever breathed before the most gor- 
geous altar, where her image is enthroned 
amidst crowds of kneeling worshippers. 
I had no distinct wish for * salvation ' — 
I did not even understand what it meant ; 
but I wanted a friend, here and now. . 

" As for going to Heaven, that idea was 
not a pleasant one to me. I had learned, 
by special recommendation of Mrs. Evans 
to my mother, the hymn in which occurs 
the line, 

' Where congregations ne^er break up, and Sabbaths 
never end.' 

And having been also informed that Hea- 
ven was one eternal Sabbath, and judging 
of its probable inhabitants by the specimens 
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of the chosen saints who came before me, 
I one day exclaimed most devoutly, * Oh, 
I hope I never shall go there 1 Always 
church, and people like Mrs. Evans 1' 

" So much for my religious training. I 
do not think my secular education was 
much better. I was taught by my aunt, a 
great beauty and a marvellously clever wo- 
man. I believe she fairly idolized me, inspite 
of her Mentor, Mrs. Evans ; and as soon as 
I could read, I gave such promise of being 
an apt pupil that she took great pride in 
me. I read everything. We had a large 
library, and one of my greatest pleasures 
was to dust and replace the books. Usu- 
ally this operation was overlooked by some 
one, but on this particular occasion of 
which I speak I was left alone. 

" The very first volumes I came to were 
the original edition of Scott's works, and 
the first of all was * Ivanhoe ;' it opened by 
chance at the scene where the Norman 
knights and the Prior of Jorvaulx are re- 
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ceived at the board of Cedric the Saxon. 
For the rest of that day the books remain- 
ed undusted. I was found hours after- 
wards sitting amongst them spell-bound. 
A new world was opened to me. Joshua 
was replaced by the Black Knight, and the 
dining-room witnessed the storming of 
Front de Boeuf s castle (the marble side- 
board), the tournament in the Lists of Ash- 
by, the space being formed by the recess of 
the bay-window parted off by a tape string. 

" The plated dish-covers came to grief in 
this new phase of my life. No sooner was 
cook out of the kitchen than I abstracted 
a couple of them, and hanging one on the 
curtain peg, and clutching the other, I tilt- 
ed at my enemy with the bright poker. 

" Perhaps it was fortunate for me that my 
bodily strength was not equal to the con- 
stant working of the childish mind; it 
failed, and I was sent to a farm-house in 
the country, to lead an idle life. The plan 
succeeded. When I returned, the vivid 

VOL. I. c 
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intensity of my evil genius was gone, and 
I was never so clever afterwards." 

Here the sheets ended — possibly the 
others were lost, but as I watched her 
from her baby days tiU now, I can supply 
the missing record. I can weave together 
my reminiscences with the confidences she 
made to me, and the reports brought home 
by others when she was absent, and so 
form one entire picture of a Woman's 
Life. 
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CHAPTER II. 

A SAINT ON BAR1?H. 

I am fiick at heart of craft and cant, 
Sick of the crazed enthusiast's rant, 
Profession's smooth hypocrisies, 
And creeds of iron and lives of ease . 

Whittier. 

Tl 1"URIBL had friends — joung ladies 
•^^■^ and gentlemen of decidedly fashion- 
able tendencies and jBirtatious propensi- 
ties. The child looked on in quiet won- 
der. Why should they like to wear their 
best dresses, tight boots and kid gloves, 
and walk up and down a gravel prome- 
nade, when they might have built up sand 
castles on the beach, and hold them by 
force of spades against all comers ? 

c2 
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Why did they like going to church ? — 
sitting in wooden boxes, lined with green 
baize (this was twenty years ago), and 
doing nothing ? They did not go there to 
ask God to help them, she was sure. They 
only wanted new bonnets and plenty of 
parties at Christmas, and partners to take 
them down to supper and pull crackers, 
and there was nothing even in the Litany 
about those things. 

Muriel was honest even in religion — a 
virtue rare in the present day; and she 
meant every word she said when she did 
pray, which was not often. She could not 
understand children going to church, to 
ask for all sorts of things they did not want, 
or even understand. So, having decided 
upon it that they were all as unreal as their 
dolls, and as senseless as their hoops, she 
let them alone. 

She might have degenerated into a 
gloomy, surly child, but the principle of 
vitality was too strong in her, and so was 
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a sense of the ludicrous. How she loved 
dancing I Her father insisted that she should 
be taught it, and that she should mix in 
the society around her ; and the one thing 
which she felt she excelled in was dancing. 
Now her mother and aunts had resolved that 
Muriel should be humble-minded, and so 
they went to work and dinned it into her 
ears ; not that she was a dunce, that was 
hopelessjbut that she was frightfully ugly — 
so ugly that, if anyone noticed her or spoke 
kindly to her, or any boy-partner asked her 
tp dance, it was just, she thought, out of 
compassion. 

In pursuance of this plan, they dressed 
her as unbecomingly as possible, and the 
poor child entered every room with a crush- 
iijg sense of being horrible to behold. Did 
they never dream of a day when the know- 
ledge might dawn oi;i Muriel that this too 
was unreal? — that the wealth of rich 
brown hair twisted round the small classic 
head, instead of being plated into long. 
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tails, and finished off with gaudy streamers, 
was in reality far more graceM and be- 
coming ? — ^that the slight form, the tiny 
foot with its arched instep, the bright light 
of the large dark eyes, the brilliant colour- 
ing of the face, the race-horse nostrils, ex- 
panding at every new emotion, the straight 
nose, the general effect of being " thorough- 
bred," could triumph over an old-fashioned . 
dress, and excite vague wonder as to " how 
handsome that girl would look if she was 
decently got up ?" She had the heauU du 
diable then, the fresh bloom, the smooth 
forehead, the lustrous hair, that make 
every girl pretty when the features are not 
absolutely bad. The knowledge came one 
day, and with it the natural rebound, and 
Muriel felt that she had been cheated out of 
many a happy day; but that time was not yet 
come. She had one pet friend; Alice, " sole 
daughter " of Mrs. Evans's house, and as 
much of heart as that lady was endowed, 
with. 
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Five big brothers lorded it over her, and 
were in turn oppressed under the iroii rule 
of Mrs. Evans. Alice was described by her 
mother's circle as a " sweet, pious girl." 
Those two words are sadly misused ; pro- 
perly interpreted, "sweet" stands for a 
heart that cannot feel acutely, and pious 
too often means simply an accomplished 
hypocrite. 

Alice did not intend to be the latter, she 
could not help being the former. Certain- 
ly the atmosphere by which she was sur- 
rounded was unfavourable for the develop- 
ment of courage or truth. 

Mrs. Evans was a widow and a saint — 
that is, in the estimation of her family. Mr. 
Evans had been a Manchester merchant. 
Originally of a highly respectable but im- 
poverished race, he started in life on his 
own account, and made avery large fortune. 
He married, when still young, the eldest 
daughter of a poor and proud Scotch 
laird, and found himself ever after looked 
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up to, by a swarm of his wife's needy re- 
lations, as their stay in every difl&culty, 
especially pecuniary ones. 

He was essentially a gentleman, and a 
good man, and his conduct to these 
" hangers on" was most noble and gener- 
ous. Soon after their marriage, Mr. Evans 
met the celebrated Dr. 0'Rourke,and, to use 
the peculiar jargon of that day, he " was 
under profound convictions," and " became 
converted." What could Mrs. Evans as a 
good wife do but follow in the lead ? What 
could all the poverty-struck brothers and 
sisters, aunts, uncles, and cousins, do, but 
stand and admire so beautiful an example 
of " piety ?" 

Dr. O'Rourke was a handsome, well- 
born Irishman, who had gone through his 
fair share of worldly gaieties and pleasures, 
and getting hlase^ took up another line, 
which afforded him equal excitement and 
greater profit, for in this mode of life he 
was paid instead of paying. He was elo- 
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quent of course; enthusiastic — ^that was 
necessary to rise above mediocrity — and, 
with his gifts of personal attraction, he 
gained great influence over his converts. 

Mr. Evans elected him as his own private 
and particular Pope, and conferred upon 
him, without the sanction of any (Ecumenical 
Council, the gift of infallibility. He built 
a church, and presented O'Rourke to the 
living; and his proudest boast was, not that 
he had risen by honesty and intelligence to a 
position of wealth and importance, but that 
he had brought Brien O'Rourke to Man- 
chester, and settled him there. 

At last Mr. Evans died, as the epitaphs 
say, " universally respected and lamented," 
with a beautiful vagueness as to particular 
regrets, and Mrs. Evans reigned in his 
stead. To the wife of his youth, the sharer 
of his labours, he left all his wealth, at her 
whole and sole disposal ; and thus placed it 
in her power to carry out a course of petty 
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tyranny, such as a narrow mind like hers 
could alone conceive. 

It was necessary to keep up the religious 
standing of the family, as there is religious 
as well as social rank ; we see that every 
day. A certain phraseology, a certain 
dress, even a certain cast of countenance, 
marks the distinctions between the various 
shades of opinion. Mrs. Evans did keep 
up that position. She only admitted into 
her circle the " converted," and a few who, 
if not exactly of that number, were at least 
not openly worldly. 

Her sons were almost beyond her man- 
agement, they went partially their own 
way ; but her daughter could, at all events, 
be taught entire submission, and unbounded 
faith in Dr. O'Eourke. Alice rebelled in 
heart — she had not strength to do more. 

The town to which Mrs. Evans removed 
on her widowhood was a quiet one, yet a,t 
times there was an outburst of gaiety, 
and of course this she avoided, and ignored 
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the fact that her sons shared in it; but 
AKce was condemned to stand apart when 
all the young people of her age were en- 
joying themselves. 

Over her poor relations Mrs. Evans 
reigned supreme. Her gifts to them were 
sought with humility, and accepted with 
every profession of gratitude; and they 
cried in chorus, " How good, how charit- 
able, how pious, how saintlike, was dear 
Mrs. Evans 1 How could anyone ever 
venture to doubt her judgment, or dispute 
her decisions ? It was sacrilege ! — ^it was 
unheard-of wickedness !" Was not this 
enough to spoil any woman? — ^to render 
her unjust and capricious ? — ^to blind her 
eyes to her own defects, and, in short, to 
make her a weak-minded, suspicious do- 
mestic tyrant ? With Muriel's family she 
was very intimate. They accepted her^ — 
doctrines, morals, manners, and all. Muriel 
was the only dissenter, and she bestowed 
on the illustrious lady an honest hatred 
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that neither her sanctity nor her gold 
could do away with. 

They were two natures, in the strongest 
degree unsympathetic. Mrs. Evans con- 
sidered Muriel irrecoverably lost, but rather 
pleasant and intelKgent ; and Muriel looked 
upon Mrs. Evans as horribly wicked — the 
fact being that she was only on the high 
road to be so, being utterly weak, and weak- 
ness being Satan's own especial open door 
to the human heart. Besides Muriel Gore, 
and her mother and aunts (Captain Gore 
was only received on sufferance), Mrs. 
Evans had no intimate friends, with the 
exception of a widower, Mr. Kennedy, and 
his daughter Katherine. 

Mrs. Kennedy had been a very small 
heiress, and, when she died, left her hus- 
band and Mrs. Evans joint-trustees for the 
small sum of money she could bequeath 
her child. Thus the girl became almost 
one of the household, for her father was a 
great traveller, and she lived, during his 
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absence, under the care of a worthy old 
governess, Miss Jerome, superintended by 
Mrs. Evans, who, amongst other preroga- 
tives of royalty, had succeeded to the 
charge of Katherine Kennedy. 

Thus stood matters when Muriel emerg- 
ed from childhood into girlhood; still a 
dreamy, lonely, intellectual creature, far 
beyond the comprehension of either Alice 
or Kate. And thus on the dawn of 
womanhood she lingered before the yet 
closed portals, unconscious of all that lay 
beyond them, and most unfit for the battle 

♦ 

of the world. She had not frittered away 
her heart in baby flirtation. Fresh and 
pure as the sea that broke in white foam 
on the shore, where she wandered day by 
day, the deep affections of her nature, the 
intense consciousness in her soul of pain 
and pleasure, waited for the touch that 
should wake them to life. 

At seventeen Muriel was a child still. 
Now just at this epoch the little town 
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of Ropsley by the Sea was in a state of 
mucli agitation. A regiment of infantry 
was coining to occupy the long deserted 
barraxiks, and one of the many spinsters of 
Ropsley was going to bless some happy 
individual with her hand, if not her heart ; 
and on this occasion her parents proposed 
giving a ball, with the double view of 
celebrating their daughter's marriage, and 
introducing the rest of the flock to the 
bachelors of the incoming regiment. 

Hitherto the church had held undivided 
sway. Missionary meetings, and tea and 
.hassock parties, had been the clerical 
dissipations of Ropsley ; but curates as a 
race are poor, they may never rise to a 
Bishopric, a Deaneiy, or even a Eectory ; 
whilst, if an ensign only remains in the 
service long enough, he must ultimately 
be a Major, a Colonel, or possibly a Gene- 
ral ; he has, with perseverance, and a capa- 
bility of enduring broiling in India and 
freezing in Canada, an assured future. 
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Ropsley boasted many maidens; the 
curates had not come forward, as was 
their duty to have done, if only to add a 
life-long protest against the dawning 
doctrine of clerical celibacy ; even the new 
Rector remained obstinately unmarried. 
The Clergy were a dead failure, so the 
weathercock of popular opinion veered 
round ; the Military were elected as rulers 
of society in Ropsley by the Sea, and their 
tastes must be consulted. 

A meeting, called by the Rector on 
behalf of " supplying the Fiji Islands with 
salt beef, with a view to the suppression 
of cannibalism by providing wholesome 
food at a low price," was ignored ; and 
besides the wedding festival, a dance 
of welcome to the gallant red-coats was 
arranged. 

Long and earnest were Mrs. Evans's 
exhortations to everybody to avoid this 
snare of Satan. All in ,vain ; everybody, 
Mrs. Evans and her daughter excepted. 
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made some excuse for going. It would 
look so unkind to the bride, it would look 
so inhospitable to Colonel St. Barbe and 
his officers, they really must, much as 
they disliked and disapproved it, sacri- 
fice their own feelings, and the young 
people could not be expected to keep 
away on such a joyful occasion, etc, 

etc. 

So all the world and his wife were going, 
and Muriel, and also Kate, by special leave 
of Mr. Kennedy, who was an old friend of 
Colonel St. Barbe. 

Milliners and dressmakers passed the 
days b a whirl of most unusual and profit- 
able business, and the great day came at 
last. The dresses were sent home, the wed- 
ding was over, the bells rang out, and the 
evening of Muriel's first entrance into the 
world was rapidly approaching. Her foot 
was on the threshold, yet she gave no 
regretful look behind, no fearful glance 
before. 
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Is it not in mercy that the future is 
veiled from our eyes ? Can one single soul 
on this troubled earth answer No ? 



VOL. I. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE DRAWING UP OF THE CURTAIN. 

Soarcdy hope hath framed for me 
What the future years may be. 

Whittier. 

rrilME, three p.m., on a Spring afternoon. 
-*- Scene, the drawing-room in Mrs. 
Evanses house. Dramatis personcBy three of 
Mrs. Evans's younger sons, and Alice, Kate, 
and Muriel. 

Enthroned in an arm-chair by the fire- 
side sat Mrs. Evans, for the April winds 
were chilly. The young people were not 
drinking tea and gossiping. Kettle-drums 
were unknowu in those days as an excuse 
for this said gossiping. People took to it 
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honestly, without any pretext of being 
obKged to imbibe an infusion of hot 
water and sloe-leaves during the dusk hour 
before dinner. 

The party were grouped about the room, 
discussing the ceremonies of the* morning 
at which the young Evans (Alice excepted) 
and Kate had been present. Mrs. Evans 
was smiling blandly ; she always did, she 
had a stereotyped smile about the mouth, 
intended to express perfect peace of mind. 
Combined with this was a look of calm 
superiority and pity, as she listened to the 
chatter around her, as who should say, 
" Unthinking children I May you learn, like 
me, to despise and distrust all earthly joys, 
however pure and innocent ! Marriage is 
but the gat^ of widowhood, love leads to 
sorrow, and happiness is a delusion and a 
snare !" 

A gracious lady and of a personable pres- 
ence was Mrs. Evans ; she was tall and 
slight, the folds of her rich silk dress fell 

n2 
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in soft lines about her, and the widow's 
cap rested lightly on her silver hair. Her 
pale complexion, her aquiline features, and 
the composure of her face, gave her a de- 
cidedly high-bred look. At first it was a 
touUensemble that struck and pleased 
all who came in contact with her ; but the 
cold steely blue of her half -closed eyes, the 
long upper lip, the narrow mouth, and the 
carefully intoned voice soon gave warning 
of the obstinate yet weak mind that lurked 
beneath so fair an exterior. 

" Auntie !*' cried Kate suddenly, for by 
this famiHar name she addressed Mrs. 
Evans, " you should have seen the lovely 
dresses to-day ; all the colours of the rain- 
bow. I mean on different people, of course." 

" My dear Eatherine, I have no pleasure 
in seeing gaudy robes ; gay colours are ob- 
noxious to me. I like to see a humble 
dress of black or grey, it shows a chastened 
spirit I" 
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"I wonder, Auntie, you like flowers, then ; 
they are gay coloured enough, I am sure. 
Perhaps you are like the Quaker, who won- 
dered the leaves and the grass were not all 
drab-coloured !'* 

William Evans laughed. 

" Would you like us men " 

" Boys," interposed Kate, with a merry . 
look in her brown eyes. 

" Well, boys, then. Would you like us to 
wear* velvet coats of brilliant hues, and 
cravats of point-lace, as our ancestors did, 
instead of our black suit and white ties r" 

" That depends upon what your legs are 
like. It might be awkward if it came to a 
question of silk stockings and high-heeled 
shoes. I don't believe in the legs of the pre- 
sent generation, real Highlanders excepted." 

" Katherine," said Mrs. Evans, "you real- 
ly talk upon subjects upon which you had 
better be silent." 

Muriel, meantime, had been seriously 
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meditating Willie's proposal, and had come 
to the conclusion that such a change of 
costume was most desirable. 

" Never mind about the legs, Kate," she 
said, seriously ; " I am sure all the men now- 
a-days look as if they were cut on one pat- 
tern. There ia no individuality about them. 
Ivanhoe, and Achilles, and Claverhouse, and 
Bayard, and Joshua, would have looked 
alike in black coats and trousers and white 
cravats." 

Alice opened her blue eyes in wonder. 

" What a jumble, Muriel ! And then 
to put Joshua last 1 Why, he is a Scripture 
hero 1 Ivanhoe never existed in reality." 

" More's the pity, Alice, he was so de- 
lightful !" 

" Muriel," cried Kate, " you will never 
have a lover, you will always find out some 
dreadful imperfection in every man you 
see, when you compare him with your 
heroic ideals." 

" I don't suppose I ever shall," was the 
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quiet answer; "my ideals are quite enough 
for me." 

" My cliild>" came in the calm voice of 
Mrs. Evans, "you live in a world of 
shadows ; some stem trial will be sent you, 
to arouse you from your dreaming life." 

Muriel smiled. 

" Let me dream on till it does 1" 

Now, Henry Evans, the youngest boy, a 
mischievous imp as ever was bom, in spite 
of his parentage, had a lurking admiration 
for Muriel, and a great consciousness of her 
superiority to the rest of the " girl folk," as 
he contemptuously called them ; he had, too, 
an inward consciousness that she deserved 
something better in the way of a lover than 
any man he had ever seen in Ropsley by 
the Sea, and this prompted him to observe, 
half sotto voce J " I saw a fellow this morning 
just like Ivanhoe, and he is a hero too !" 

" You mean Caryl Trevor, I suppose ?" 
asked Will. " Well, he is a hero, I grant ; as 
for his likeness to Ivanhoe, I don't know so 
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inucli about that. Muriel can judge for 
herself, at Mrs. Langle/s baU to-night. He 
is a very jolly fellow, and not at all stuck-up, 
and I'll introduce him to her." 

" He is jolly," assented Kate; "he took me 
in to breakfast. I made him tell me all about 
the war in India ; he was wounded there ! 
Just think of that 1" 

" Caryl Trevor," said Mrs. Evans, mus- 
ingly. " Is that the nephew of Mr. Trevor, 
of Trevor Court, the boy who is to be his 
heir ?" 

" Just so, Auntie. Young, handsome, 
rich — there's a phenomenon to appear in 
Ropsley ! Why, there is not a curate to 
compare with him f They can only preach; 
he can fight I" 

" Katherine, Katherine ! They fight too, 
but their foes are spiritual ones 1" 

" Do they, Aunt ? Then I wish, in the in- 
tervals of the conflict, they would be half as 
amusing as Caryl." 

"I should like to see this hero," remarked 
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Alice. "Where can I get a glimpse of him? 
You know I shall not see him at the ball." 

Will glanced at his mother; he dared not 
propose bringing his new friend to call. 
Mrs. Evans decidedly forbade all chance ac- 
quaintances ; but for once she said gra- 
ciously, 

" My dear Alice, the Trevors were old 
friends of our family, and distant cousins 
of the Langleys. If Mr. Caryl Trevor 
likes to call upon us, it wiU give me pleas- 
ure to see him." 

" I'll ask him, Aunt," cried the undaunted 
Kate. " Only to call, mind, don't ask him 
to dinner, he would be bored to death with 
the dulness. Now, please don't 1" 

There was a burst of laughter at her 
earnestness, and the party dispersed ; but 
Charlie Evans, who had been silent during 
the discussion on male costume, and Caryl 
Trevor, offered to walk home with Muriel. 

Charlie was Muriel's favourite ; he was a 
shy, silent boy of sixteen, the dunce of 
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the family, as Mrs. Evans said ; but Muriel 
saw, under the quiet, plodding disposition, 
a substratum of talent that would, in all 
probability, place him far above his brothers 
in the long run. 

" Nellie," he said, when they fairly 
started, " I saw Caryl Trevor too. You wiU 
like him very much. He will like you ; let 
it stop there." 

" Of course it will, Charlie ; but what do 
you mean ?" 

" Only this — Caryl is meant for somebody 
else. He does not know, nobody knows it 
except two persons, I and another." 

" You very odd boy 1" laughed Muriel, 
" you see all and say nothing, but where 
could you hear this ?" 

" I never heard it, I was not told it, but 
I know. You will remember what I say 
to-night, will you not ?" 

" Certainly ; besides, you will be there to 
remind me. Charlie, do you think I shall 
look very dreadful in my white dress ?" 
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" Not very, Muriel. At least I think 
not. I never saw you in one. In fact, I 
never did consider you frightful ; but then, 
you see, that is only my opinion, others 
may differ." 

" I am sure they do. Your mother does, 
so does mine. Indeed you are wrong, and 
they are right." 

" Beauty is an abstract thing, so we are 
told," remarked Charlie gravely. " What- 
ever pleases us to look upon is beautiful 
to us. It pleases me to look at you, it 
does not please me to look at my mother 
or Kate, therefore to me you are more 
beautiful than they are." 

" My dear Charlie 1" Muriel opened her 
eyes in wonder, " and yet Kate is so hand- 
some. Why, she moves about like a swan ; 
and look at her lovely nose; and your 
mother must have been splendid 1" 

" Possibly," persisted Charlie, " but not 
to me ; however, that is neither here nor 
there. Don't forget what I told you about 
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Trevor. Here we are at your door; good-bye 
till the evening, and take care not to 
crumple up the white dress in the carriage 
as you come. Good-bye." 

Charlie departed, and Muriel betook 
herself to her dressing-room, to ponder over 
his mysterious communication. Evening 
was closing in, the room was half in dark- 
ness, except for the fire that threw a 
flickering light on the girl's thoughtful 
face — ^too thoughtful for one so young on the 
night of her first ball, with a veiled expres- 
sion in her eyes, and a lurking quiver of the 
short curved upper lip, speaking of latent 
feeling so strong and deep that her path 
through life must be all glorious sunshine 
or wintry tempest. There was no middle 
course of half happiness, half sorrow, pos- 
sible for Muriel Gore. Her heart was 
sleeping yet, but the angel was already 
hovering near, the touch of whose waving 
wing should wake it into life. 

She thought of Charlie's words, but 
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failed to rea<5li their true import, and soon 
dismissed them with a careless, " What an 
odd boy 1" Then Kate's face came before 
her with^its flashing eyes and sunny smile, 
toning down the pride of her scornful 
mouth. She wondered who had admired 
her that morning. Perhaps this Caryl 
Trevor ? What was he like ? Ivanhoe, 
they said ; if he was — she wished that he 

might Muriel started up, blushing 

deeply, to wish that a stranger, an un- 
known, should admire her I She went to 
the looking-glass and tried to catch a 
glimpse of her face ; it was too dark. 

" Shall I light the candles and see my- 
self ?" she thought. " K I should look so 
very ugly, what shall I do ? I never cared 
about it before. I will look ; Charlie says 
I am not so bad, after all." 

She struck a match, and lighted the 
candles on each side of the glass. Then 
with a brave effort she looked. It was a 
pleasant face that met her gaze. She ad- 
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true, especially with the geraniums in her 
hair, and it was quite possible they were 
more untrue than she had thought, and 
that she was very good-looking, after all. 
Well, that night would prove it. 

And, in this sceptical and anxious frame 
of mind, Muriel departed for the ball. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

IVANHOE. 

^^ Ob I for a knight like Bayard, 
Without reproach or fear, 
My light glove on his casque of steel. 
My love-knot on his spear." 

rpHB ball was like all other balls, to 
-■". animated mortals. A smiling hos- 
tess, a row of wary dowagers in the draw- 
ing-room, a herd of black-coated creatures 
of the male kind huddled together near 
the doorways; a flock of girls fluttering 
their skirts and fans in another corner ; a 
tuning of violins, and at last a general 
pairing off to the dancing-rooms below. 
Then changing lines of advancing and re- 

VOL. I. B 
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treating dancers in the graceful intricacies 
of the quadrille ; then a whirling, crushing 
crowd, a cloud of dust, and the half -gay, 
half-pathetic notes of the Hermilie Valse ; 
then a hot, panting throng lounging to the 
ice-room; and so on without intermission 
till the crowning scramble to the supper- 
room — ^lobster salads, iced champagne, and 
flirtation; then the rushing galop of the 
invigorated revellers, and the gradual 
thinning of the rooms. Chaperons in 
search of their unwilling charges, final 
words, cloaking up and going, and the 
weary hostess, as daylight peeped in 
through the shutters, saying devoutly, 
*" Thank Heaven, that is over !" 

Where was Muriel all this time ? — ^what 
had been her fate in the melie ? A son of 
the hostess had taken her downstairs for 
the first dance, and her programme soon 
showed few blanks. But a few it certainly 
did, for already she, by instinct, had dis- 
covered that if she were to dance with 
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Caryl Trevor, as she faintly hoped, ske 
must leave some vacant places ; and, get- 
ting worldly wise, she made mysterious 
dashes and crosses, and persisted that she 
would not promise these dances. Already, 
too, she had caught a whisper as she 
whirled round on Charlie Evans's arm, 
" What a pretty girl ! — ^who is that ?" 

One glimpse she saw of the speaker, 
who apparently had just entered the room. 
A tall, fair man, with tawny, curUng hair 
and drooping moustache — Ivanhoe him- 
self 1 

The dance over, she returned to her seat 
by a partnerless damsel. A pleasant sen- 
sation came over her. " A pretty girl !" — 
was it really so ? Yes, it must be true ; 
the geraniums had done it I She had been 
deceived all her life. She would show 
them that she would be admired and 
sought after ; she would have rich repay- 
ment for the years of depression and cause- 
less neglect. She watched the hero as he 

E 2 
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advanced to Kate, and, bending over her, 
took her programme to write upon it. 

Kate Kennedy was looking her very best 
that night, and she knew it. She had kept 
sundry dances for Trevor, but there was 
another name more often entered on her 
card. 

The officers of the Queen's Own Black 
Rifles were there in full force, and amongst 
them a lord and two honourables. The 
lord was small and sandy — a dissipated 
little fellow, with plenty of money, and a 
scarcity of brains ; the family of Beauvilliers 
suffered under a- chronic state of that 
malady, and this not so much from an 
absolute want of intelligence, but because, 
being always born with silver spoons in 
their mouths, they had never had occasion 
to exert their intellect, and, being of an 
indolent turn, had no inclination to do so. 

Lord Beauvilliers was on this evening 
devoting himself to Kate. Firstly, it was 
too great a trouble to be introduced to 
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many strange partners-^one good one was 
enough. Secondly, " she could," as he 
expressed it, " do the running " both in 
talking and dancing ; and thirdly, she was 
" a stunner," by which short and emphatic 
word his lordship meant to describe a very 
handsome, dashing girl,- who fully recog- 
nised the value of his title and estates, as 
outweighing all other deficiencies, mental 
and moral. 

Kate Kennedy whs as well aware, even 
at nineteen, of the advantages of a good 
match as any woman of nine-and-twenty 
could be. On her father's death, she would 
be left with a very small income and very 
expensive tastes; and quietly calculating 
all the chances of life and marriage, as at 
the present they lay before her, she had 
decided that, though Caryl Trevor was 
very eligible. Lord Beauvilliers was more 
eligible still ; and, being strictly practical, 
she put aside the facts of Caryl's good 
looks and general amiability, and was quite 
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prepared to accepl Lord Beauvilliers, if 
ever, or whenever, lie proposed, sandy hair, 
dissipated habits, and all ; and to this de- 
l^irable end she intended to lead him, as 
quickly as was practicable with safety. 
All this taken into consideration, and keep- 
ing Caryl in reserve, in case the Peerage 
speculation should be a failure, Kate re- 
ceived Trevor with one of her brightest 
smiles. 

" How late you are. Captain Trevor ! — 
you do not deserve the valse I have kept 
for you." 

" The valse. Miss Kennedy ! — only one ? 
Now, come, that is too bad, after all you 
promised me this morning." 

" One valse, sir, only ; but if you are 
very good, I will give the galop after sup- 
per, and a set of Lancers the next, if you 
like." 

Caryl made the proper reply usual on 
such occasions — gratitude for the dances 
she would give him, and pathetic lamenta- 
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tions over those she would not ; and with 
some little real feeling too. There was no 
one in the room he admired so much — and 
his was a temperament pecidiarly sensitive 
to beauty — and as Kate rose and took Lord 
Beauvilliers' arm, throwing a half-reproach-» 
ful glance at Caryl, as much as to say^ " If 
you had been more ipunctual, this would 
not have occurred," the young man*s heart 
beat a little faster than usual, and he 
thought with regret of that last cigar, the 
smoking of which had made him half an 
hour later than he had intended to be. 
And it was whilst standing by, in a dis- 
consolate mood, that he saw Muriel Gore 
•flash past him, and asked Willie Evans that 
question the very echo of which had filled 
her untrained heart with a vague sensation 
of new and strange pleasures, never known 
before. 

The valse ended, Muriel returned to her 
seat by the partneriess damsel, who envied 
her even the boy Chariie Evans. Uncon- 
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sciously to herself, her eyes sought out the 
hero. She saw him go up to Willie Evans 
again, and then how her heart beat, how 
she grew hot and cold 1 They came across 
the room together — ^a faint scent of violets 
—Muriel loved that scent for long, long 
years afterwards — a shadow between her 
and the light — Willie^s voice saying some- 
thing, she did not know what exactly, and 
it was over. She had taken Ivanhoe's 
arm, and they were going out together to 
the fertile plains, where ices grew and 
lemonade sparkled. 

It was all fairy-land now, all glitter and 
radiance, all music and sweet scents (vio- 
lets above all) ; and if Captain Trevor had 
had not been occupied in wishing Lord 
Beauvilliers some thousands of miles away, 
he might have been led to wonder what 
sudden illumination had lighted up those 
dark eyes — ^what had flushed with such a 
rich rose-colour, coming and going like 
a flitting shadow, the fair young cheek — 
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what had caused that tremor of the mobile 
lip, and that little thrill that ran over the 
whole frame. If he had wondered, would 
he have read the riddle ? No — sl heart like 
Muriel's was a sealed book to Caryl. 

Once in all our lives we women have 
felt this. One man has written it down in 
a pathetic story that will live on for ages. 
He laid the scene in Italy, he called his 
lovers by musical Italian names — England 
seemed all too cold to him for such sudden 
conflagrations as this. But it was an old 
tale even here. Shakespeare did but trans- 
pose the scene into a foreign land. Men 
and women here have met their fate as 
those immortal lovers did in far-away 
Verona. They have gone down before the 
sudden instinct to love and be loved in 
return. And, after all, who can deny the 
truth and depth of such a feeling? No 
thought of self enters there, no cold 
calculation of wealth and position; .and 
surely we may scan over the records of 
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marriages, the consequence of such un- 
reasoning love, and find there traces of 
happiness as great as ever was the result 
of well-arranged matches and elaborate 
settlements. 

Yes, that sweet love-tale of Verona has 
been repeated over and over again in this 
our English land. Our gentle English 
maidens, our honest English gentlemen, 
have loved and suffered as did the pas- 
sionate Italians of Shakespeare's story. 
In their deep, silent, concentrated natures, 
they have found place for a fueling as quick 
and intense as was ever conceived by a 
southern heart. 

And Muriel Gore was southern in her 
quick impulse, northern in her deep feel- 
ing. Saxon and Norman blood mingled in 
her veins, and the lonely life she had led, 
the dreams that were as realities to her, 
had all fostered a strangely unworldly and 
unconventional disposition. 

Now it does not always follow that this 
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sudden instinct is first love. Romeo had 
loved before. Nor does it always follow 
that it is either a wise or a happy love. 
It may be given to an object totally un- 
worthy of so deep a feeling, even by total 
inability to appreciate it, and it may never 
come to a successful end, but, for all 
that, it is " the love of a life," beside which 
all earlier or later loves are but the pale 
ghosts of that reality. The unquestioning 
faith given to an earthly idol is only the 
reflex of the unquestioning faith that looks 
beyond and above the shadows of this life, 
and so it is immortal in its very nature. 
We may forget all else when we have 
crossed the dark river, and stand freed 
from earthly bonds in the Courts of Heaven, 
but we shall remember that love through- 
out eternity I 

It is not given to every heart to know and 
feel what such love is, yet we cannot doubt 
that it does spring up as by miracle, and 
that the knowledge of human passion, with 
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its dower of joy and sorrow, comes suddenly 
on the awakening soul. So when Caryl 
Trevor led Muriel Gore to her place in the 
dance, she had met her fate ; she did not 
know it, she could not recall her own feel- 
ings, but not the less it was true. There 
was no more childhood for her. That was 
over for ever. She could not lose all at 
once her simple girlish ways, but under 
them now lurked a new and strange sensa- 
tion, the dawn of a woman's love. 

Most certainly Caryl was by no means 
capable of understanding such a character as 
Muriel's. He was well-born and well-bred, 
passably handsome, with a sunny smile, 
and a low voice, a generous nature, a 
kindly temperament, and a great deal of 
domestic afEection, if it may be so called, 
in his composition. He had entered the 
army young, and served in India with dis- 
tinction. He fought bravely there in the 
Sikh war, and exceptional circumstances 
had given him opportunities of distinguish- 
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ing himself, whicli had been by chance 
denied to others. There is a great deal of 
luck in these matters. Many a Nelson and 
Wellington has lived or died in the Royal 
service, unknown and unhonoured, because 
he never had a chance ; but it was not 
so with Caryl — ^he found himself a hero be- 
fore he had time to reflect how it had all 
come about. If it was ever alluded to, if 
anyone ever remarked how splendidly Cap- 
tain Trevor had led on his men to storm 
and take the battery that was dealing de- 
struction in their ranks, Caryl only opened 
his blue eyes, and said, 

" Why, any other fellow would have done 
just the same. I was ordered to do it, and 
it succeeded, that is all.'* 

He enjoyed being liked and petted, and 
as Kate Kennedy had bestowed a great 
amount of it upon him during breakfast, 
he felt a slight and pleasant sensation, and 
fancied it was love ; so he drifted into it in 
just as hissez-alkr a way as he had drifted 
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into -fame, and was tliis evening suffering 
from an equally slight and fancied sense of 
wrong, as lie saw Kate and Lord Beau- 
villiers constantly together. 

Ten years later Muriel would have un- 
derstood his character better, but now she 
only saw before her the embodiment of her 
dreams, and transferred to Caryl the ad- 
miration she had bestowed upon it. She 
endowed him with every noble quality that 
it possessed ; and thus having set up her 
idol, and gilded it with the refined gold of her 
fresh and vivid imagination, she was quite 
ready to fall down and worship it, neither 
seeking nor expecting any return. She 
might have translated the feeling in her 
heart into the old words of the song : 

^* I do not seek to offer thee 
An humble love like mine, 
I lay it, as the rose is laid, 
On some immortal shrine." 

It was all a dream to-night ; she trod on 
new, strange ground, and CaryFs voice, as 
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he asked some trivial, cominoii-place ques- 
tion, liad a soft ring like distant music. 

Captain Trevor was perfectly contented 
with his partner (faute de mieiuc, it must be 
added). She danced exquisitely, and did 
not call upon her cavalier's conversational 
powers ; besides which, she listened to all 
he said with a reverential and timid man- 
ner, .which was quite new and very charm- 
ing. 

" Decidedly a nice little girl," he thought ; 
" modest, unpresuming, and with a splen- 
did pair of eyes." 

The comfortable knowledge that he was 
duly appreciated induced Caryl to take 
some trouble to increase that appreciation ; 
and when the valse was over, he bent down 
to Muriel, saying, as he stroked his tawny 
moustache, 

" What a charming valse, Miss Gore ! 
How well your step suits mine! It is 
perfect." 

" I am so glad 1" was Muriel's simple 
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answer. " I am very fond of dancing." j 

" I should think you were ; and of course 
you get plenty of it ?" 

" This is my first ball, Captain Trevor. 
I have been very lucky, too ; I have been 
asked to dance every time." 

Caryl smiled. { 

" You will always find plenty of partners, 
3^iss Gore. I shall come to you at the 
ball on Thursday, and when I ask you I 
shall not find a vacant place on the card I" 

Muriel was about to say that he certainly 
would find a place, for she would keep one ; 
but, remembering that he had not actually 
asked her, she was silent. 

" You will promise a valse, will you not ?" 
he went on. 

The promise was gladly given; but 
Caryl had no intention of naming any 
special one till he had inspected the state 
of Kate Kennedy's card. There was a 
slight probability of the absence of Lord 
BeauviUiers at a hunt meeting, from which 
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he could not return that day, and his lord- 
ship preferred the pleasures of the chase to 
those of the dance. In that case, Kate 
might be free to give him very many more 
dances than she appeared inclined to do at 
present. 

And so the night wore on, and the hour 
of supper came at last. Muriel was sitting, 
after a dance, with Charlie Evans, and 
Caryl, who had gone through a galop with 
some very ponderous lady to whom his 
hostess had introduced him, was resting on 
a distant sofa, and watching for Kate. Sud- 
denly he caught a glimpse of Lord Beau- 
villiers' fiery red hair, as he struggled 
through the crowd, making his way to the 
supper-room, with Kate upon his arm. On 
seeing this, Caryl commenced a deliberate 
lounge across the room to secure Muriel. 

Now the third son of the house of Evans, 
Herbert by name, differed much from his 
younger brothers. He was a singular 
character. He took his pleasure solemnly, 
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as is the wont of many Englishmen to do ; 
he went through the various phases of 
society and amusement as a duty, and with 
perfect indifference as to who shared them 
with him. To him the worst dancer was 
as acceptable as the best ; intelligence and 
stupidity, beauty and ugliness, youth and 
age, were all alike to him ; and by often 
acting as cavalier to some plain, elderly, 
and neglected fair one, he had easily earned 
the character of being " awfully good- 
natured," which he by no means deserved. 

Apparently he had no idea that women 
might have a preference for some one more 
handsome and distinguished than himself. 
He was Herbert Evans — ^that was enough. 
For him it was sufficient to ask and to 
have ; and he had for a long time formed a 
secret resolution to marry Muriel Gore, as 
soon as she arrived at years of discretion. 

It had just dawned upon him that Caryl 
Trevor was more attentive to the bride-elect 
than suited his plans, and, with a dogged 
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determination to " get rid of that puppy," 
he started from another corner, and ad- 
vanced rapidly towards Muriel, 

Her heart beat fast as she watched the 
comers on their way. Herbert was a few 
paces ahead of his unconscious rival,, and 
Muriel wisely ignored his approach by look- 
ing over her bouquet at a picture on the wall; 
but even this manoeuvre would have failed 
had not faithful, honest Charlie risen up and 
placed himself in Herberfs way,so that a de- 
lay of a few moments occurred, and by the 
time Herbert had cleared the obstacle which 
thus intervened, Trevor stood before her ; 
and as he bent down, she rose, and took his 
offered arm, and they walked off together. 
Herbert's face was not good to see as he 
turned to Charlie. 

" You too !'* he said. " Kemember Philip 
and James. Perhaps you, too, may find 
a way to India, or^ better still>. the Gold 
Coast." 

" Very likely," answered the undaimted 
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Charlie. " You and my mother may scheme 
and plot again as you did then, but it was 
punishment, not prevention ; and the fair 
lady, whose thousands you intended to ap- 
propriate for the mother's favourite son, 
crossed the sea as Philip's bride. Get up 
a foreign correspondence on the Gold 
Coast for our house, and send me out there. 
It win not win Muriel's Gore's consent, 
when you ask the fatal question, nor pre- 
vent Caryl Trevor from being worth ten 
thousand such as you." 

And so saying, he left Herbert to reflec- 
tions that, if he had possessed a grain of 
remorse, must have been very bitter. 

The banishment of Mrs. Evans's two 
eldest boys — twins, named by her Philip 
<and James — ^was a dark piece of family 
history. 

Philip had dared to love and woo a girl 
of some property, destined for his brother 
Herbert, and James had aided him. When 
the truth came out and she refused Herbert, 
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great was the anger of Mrs. Evans ; and 
hoping to separate the lovers, she ordered 
Philip and James to go to India, in charge 
of the branch at Calcutta, leaving Herbert 
as principal in England. She had the 
power ; all had been left to her, and the 
business was carried on for her by her sons, 
who were allowed a small share of the 
profits. 

There was no resource. Philip and 
James obeyed, but Ellen Lovell went too, 
as Charlie had said, and the plan failed. 
Was Charlie to fall a victim to Herbert's 
displeasure, as James had done ? Was it 
worth while, he thought, for a stranger's 
sake ? But he put down the thought as a 
temptation. 

" Oh, Muriel, darling," he whispered in 
his soul, " your happiness before all, even 
if you never know how dear you are to me, 
or all that I would do for you ! Trevor is 
not worthy of you ; but if you ever love 
him, I will be your friend and brother." 
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Poor f aitMul heart 1 Was it ever to 
know in this life a rich reward for such un- 
selfish love ? Too often in this world, un- 
selfishness and truth remain unknown and 
unnoticed ; but beyond the grave, in the 
light of unclouded day, they will shine out 
brightly when crowns and kingdoms have 
crumbled into dust. 
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CHAPTER V. 



THE DAWN. 



" In blooming of flower and budding of tree. 
The symbol types of our destiny see, 
The life of the Spring-time, the life of the whole, 
And as siyi to the sleeping earth, love to the soul/' 

npHB morning after a ball is generally 
-*- a time for profound reflection not 
always perhaps as agreeable as profound. 

Victorious beauties of the night before 
count over their captives, yet not seldom 
the only one they would have cared to see 
following in the track of their triumph- 
al car is stiU ,at large, untamed and un- 
subdued. Mothers, looking back, find out 
how very often the favourite detrimental 
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absorbed the attention of their daughter, 
to the exclusion of some wealthy eligible. 
The hostess counts the cost and the broken 
glass and china, and subscribes to the opin- 
ion '* que Ujeu ne vaul pas la chandelier 

The elderiy gentlemen reckon their 
losses at whist, and the odd trick missed 
through the stupidity of their partners; 
and the young ones discover that either 
they have devoted themselves to partners 
not worth the trouble, or, if they did succeed 
in pairing off with the right ones, they them- 
selves were not duly appreciated. Herbert 
Evans fell under the latter category, and, at 
an early hour next morning, retired to his 
mother's dressing-room, where she usually 
passed the forenoon, it was popularly sup- 
posed, in spiritual exercises. This state- 
ment was borne out by the fact that a very 
large Bible, and " James on the Collects," 
were invariably open on the table before 
her ; whilst, with a sweet blending of love 
divine and human, a miniature of the de- 



ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 73 

ceased Mr. Evans stood by the side of a 
little pile of devotional works bound in 
black, but not red-edged : it was before the 
days of "ecclesiastic binding. She welcomed 
Herbert with a saintly smile. 

" You are early, my son, after your dis- 
sipation of last night. Would that, like 
your dear father, you could find truer 
pleasure than in such scenes of folly." 

" That's enough, mother. I know it all 
by heart. Now, having discharged your 
conscience, you will perhaps listen to what 
I have to say, without interspersing texts ; 
we are alone, it is needless in private." 

Mrs. Evans's pale face flushed, but she 
only said, 

"Go on then, Herbert, and detain me 
from other employments," with a glance at 
the stack of little religious books, " for as 
short a time as possible." 

" It is no new thing to you, mother, that 
I love Muriel Gore, and intend to marry 
her. You opposed it till you found it use- 
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less, and now you have promised to aid me 
in any way in your power." 

" True, Herbert. Finding opposition use- 
less, I did not wish to alienate you by a 
merely cold and formal consent. I have 
constantly invited her here, and I hoped 
that all was going on well, though I con- 
fess, were Charlie not such a boy, I should 
say she preferred him to either Willie or 
yourself." 

" There is no question of Charlie," said 
Herbert impatiently, " he is a boy, and she 
treats him as such ; it is not he whom I fear, 
it is a new danger that has arisen. I mean 
Caryl Trevor." 

" Captain Trevor I why, I fancied, from 
what passed yesterday, that he was de- 
voting himself to Kate. I hoped so, for I 
should be glad to get that gu'l out of the 
way. She is a bad companion for Alice. 
She teaches her disrespect to me." 

" Of course she does," was Herbert's 
politic reply. " Whatever your sons may 
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do, your daughter must be kept in subjec- 
tion, and Captain Trevor would suit Kate 
admirably. Now what I want of you is to 
invite Trevor, to throw Kate in his way at 
every turn, and, with a woman's tact, bring 
about such a state of things that at least 
Muriel will believe in his devotion to 
Kate, and her present state of admiration 
for Ivanhoe, as she calls him, die away by 
degrees." 

" Does she love him already, Herbert ?" 
" Possibly, but it matters very little 
whether she does or not. No girl of seven- 
teen knows her own mind ; and even if she 
did, is my happiness to be sacrificed to her 
caprices ?" 

" No, Herbert, no, my son. I have de- 
cided that Muriel is to be your wife ; it is 
enough. I will take every measure to 
secure her for you. I will write to Captain 
Trevor, and, speaking of our old friendship 
with his family, invite him to dinner. Of 
course Kate will be here, and Muriel not." 
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"Mother, be sure of yourself. If you 
see Muriel pale and sad, will you relent ?" 

"No, Herbert, your happiness must stand 
before hers; besides, it is for her truest 
welfare — the son of so eminent a Christian 
as your father must one day be converted, 
and be, like him, a shining light." 

" Che sara^ sara^^^ laughed Herbert, " I 
prefer Muriel in an unconverted state. She 
is quite good enough for me." 

The interview ended, and Mrs. Evans 
returned to her sacred duties. She was 
not a hypocrite — she was a self-deceiver, 
one of the elect, who could do no wrong ; 
and even if she could, in a worldly point of 
view, still it was not sin in her, and so day 

m 

by day her heart had grown hardened to 
all but the love of supremacy and intense 
jealousy of everyone who penetrated into 
the charmed circle that surrounded her. 

Now contact with such a character did 
Muriel Gore infinite harm. The girl was 
intensely true, and she believed in the truth 
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of all around her ; so, instead of regarding 
Mrs. Evans as a very weak specimen of a 
professing Christian, she attributed the sad 
failures in Christian conduct, which she 
could not help seeing, to the fault of 
religion itself. 

" It is all empty show and idle talk," she 
argued with herself. " It does not make 
people loving and kind and true — it speaks 
of a great Example, and its votaries do 
everything He would most have disap- 
proved of. There is no reality in the faith 
of these people — ^it is a delusion — I will 
not be led astray by it." 

But, on the morning after the ball, no 
speculation of this kind troubled Muriel. 
Her remembrances of the past evening 
were at least all rose-coloured, and yet she 
did not dare to fancy that Caryl Trevor 
loved her. She accepted her position with 
strange humility. She was content to be 
Caryl's quiet, unknown adorer, hoping for 
no return, and quite aware that, if next 
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day Lord Beauvilliers preferred the hunt 
to the ball, as was most probable, she 
should see much less of Caryl than she had 
done the evening before ; but yet she re- 
joiced that she knew him, that her early 
dream had met its realization; and she 
had a precedent. Had not Rebecca, on 
the marriage of Ivanhoe and Eowena, even 
presented the Saxon bride with a casket of 
jewels ? 

" Poor thing, she must have been very 
sad though," thought Muriel, "never to 
see him any more, never even to think of 
aU the days they had passed together, for 
of course when he was married she could 
not do that." And a strange pity grew up 
in her heart for the Jewish maiden which 
she had never felt before. Yet to her the 
ball had been one long scene of delight ; 
and even with all the uncertainty as to the 
events of the next evening, she counted 
the hours till it arrived. 

The one unconcerned person was Kate. 
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As she sipped her coffee, she too medi- 
tated over past and present, with an easy- 
indifference which was absolutely ludi- 
crous. Lord Beauvilliers had certainly- 
been very devoted, but, after all, he had * 
said nothing positive. To be sure it was 
too soon, on the first occasion ; but then 
his uncertainty as to whether he should be 
at the ball next day or not, did not look as 
if he was at all anxious to meet her again ; 
whilst, as for Trevor, she could easily per- 
ceive that he would not have sacrificed the 
chance of a second meeting to the charms 
of a fox-hunt. Well, it would doubtless 
aU come right — ^it was early days yet, and 
she was prepared for any contingency; 
and she smiled on her governess, Miss 
Jerome, as that lady entered the room, 
with her own peculiarly bright smile — ^her 
one great charm. 

" I am sure you have enjoyed yourself, 
my dear," said the worthy lady. " I can 
see it in your face." 
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"Can you really, Jerry?" (Such was 
Kate's disrespectful way of abbreviating 
the venerable name of her preceptress.) 
"Now that is charming! Does it not 
prove how very simple and transparent I 
am, that you can read my thoughts in my 
face ?" 

Miss Jerome paused before she replied. 
Kate often puzzled her exceedingly. Her 
ideas were all as neat as her personal ap- 
pearance, and, it must be confessed, as 
prim; whilst Kate's were, so to speak, apt 
to get disheveUed, hke her hair, and to stray 
beyond the well-arranged circle of Miss 
Jerome's arguments. On this occasion 
she was divided between the apparent 
desirability of strict truthfulness even in 
look, and the possible danger of permitting 
every feeling to be depicted on the counte- 
nance. 

"Why do you not applaud my senti- 
ments, Jerry ? Really you have lost an 
opening for enforcing a moral lesson." 
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^* Because I did not exactly know what 
to say, Kate, my dear. I don't think it 
would do at all times." 

" I quite agree with you, Jerry, though 
I have not an idea how you were going to 
finish your sentence, nor to what precise 
times you allude ; but just imagine me 
deeply in love, and advancing towards the 
object of my young affections with all the 
tender emotions of my heart . beaming in 
my eyes. What do you think my inna- 
morato would do ?" 

" Run away, my dear, I should say," 
replied Miss Jerome, utterly horrified at 
the fancy sketch. " I know I should, for 
really you would look like the most forward, 
unladylike person imaginable." 

Kate lay back on her pillow and laughed 
aloud. 

"Well, then, chere et respectable Jerriey 
I can prove that I am all, so well-trained a 
pupil as one of yours should be ; for be- 
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hold I my Jeny, I am in love, and that 
you did not read in my face." 

" In love, Kate I — so suddenly, too ! — 
how very dreadful !" 

"Very, especially as it is with two 
young gentlemen at one time." 

" Two at one time I" Miss Jerome sat 
down in breathless astonishment. She 
had her one sacred remembrance — the 
poor curate who never lived to be a rector, 
and who died just as the long waiting of 
years was ended, and the promised living 
about to fall to his share. She had 
dreamed her dreams of home and husband, 
and when death roused her from them, she 
rose up, changed and saddened, to fight 
the battle of life alone, and buried her one 
romance deep in the recesses of the poor 
simple heart that would never know an- 
other love. " Two at one time ! My dear, 
my dear, what can you be thinking of ?" 

" Matrimony, Jerry — matrimony." 

" Worse and worse, Kate ! Why, only 
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the day before yesterday you declared you 
did not know a gentleman worth thinking 
of for an hour." 

" True ; but that was not yesterday, nor 
yet to-day — no, though I said so forty- 
eight hours ago, I do not say so now. I 
assure you there are two gentlemen equally 
worthy of being looked at in a matrimonial 
point of view. One is young, rich, and 
handsome ; the other young, rich, and 
ugly, but he possesses a charm the first 
does not — a coronet — ^think of that, Jerry !" 

" If he is a good man, my dear " 

" Good I — of course he is ! — the nobility, 
as a body, are all that is most noble — at 
least, we are bound to say so, for the 
Chartists assert the contrary, and we must 
help to support the Constitution." 

" But there are exceptions." 

" Of course ; but why should Lord Beau- 
villiers be an exception, not a rule ?" 

Poor Miss Jerome, not being g^ble, from 
any knowledge of Lord Beauvilliers, either 
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personally or otherwise, to contradict this 
assertion, was obliged to admit that he 
probably was a rule, and then ventured to 
inquire if one or both had proposed. 

" Certainly not,'* said Kate. " After 
one day's acquaintance ! I merely wished 
to inform you that I have found two gen- 
tlemen worthy of consideration. I shall 
be able to tell you more after the ball to- 
morrow. I shall take you into my confi- 
dence, and you shall assist me." 

" You are very kind, Kate, my dear. I 
am sure, if you love either of them, and 
your papa does not object, I would gladly 
do all in my power to bring about any 
event that promised you happiness," and 
the good soul wiped away the mist that 
clouded her eyes. " Now, my love, I must 
go and order dinner, and then I am at 
your service for the rest of the day ;" and 
so saying, she trotted out of the room, and 
became " on household cares intent." 

Honest, truthful little Muriel ! What 
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between Mrs. Evans's religion and Kate 
Kennedy's worldliness, hers was not a 
position in wliicli her strange dawning 
love was likely to prosper. 

If possible, Muriel enjoyed her second 
ball more than her first. She knew now 
that she was good-looking enough to at- 
tract, and that very consciousness added 
to her attractions. 

The half-shy, half -frightened look was re- 
placed by a modest blush of pride and plea- 
sure, as one after another of the best men 
there asked for ihtroductions to her ; the 
bright smile came oftener over her face, and 
she walked down the room with the same 
elastic step with which she had rambled 
over the beach so many a day. 

The hero of her romance^ was there, and 
Kate carried in her hand a lovely bouquet 
of hot-house flowers presented by him ; but 
Muriel had not yet arrived at a stage for 
jealousy, and only looked upon it as a 
tribute well deserved by her handsome 
friend. 
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Lord Beauvilliers had preferred the 
pleasures of the chase, so it was Caryl 
Trevor's turn that night; and he availed 
himself of it. He was not in love, but he 
was fascinated ; yet when he danced with 
Muriel, as he did two or three times, he 
felt a certain sort of quiet pleasure in her 
respectful admiration of him, much more 
like love tlian any feeling with which he 
regarded Kate ; and when he was standing 
out, his eye followed her slight, graceful 
figure, and rested with pleasure on the 
small head and its classic braids. 

"To be sure, Kate was splendid," he 
thought ; " but, after all, little Gore was so 
charming." 

Muriel was not little, and only a year 
or two younger than Kate, but her simple, 
almost childish ways, now vanishing so fast, 
had made her seem much younger, and her 
quiet style of dress much smaller than she 
really was. » 

Herbert fared no better than on the pre- 
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ceding evening. In spite of Trevor's pre- 
occupation with Kate, Muriel could find no 
place on her card for Herbert, who was her 
supreme dislike. He was too like his 
mother, she decided; besides which, his 
air of superiority, his want of deference, 
were all so different from the heroes of her 
imagination that she put him aside, as it 
were, and entered him on her mental cata- 
logue of friends and acquaintances as a 
very commonplace yoimg man. 

And so the evening passed on. To out- 
ward observers, Muriel had seen but little 
of Oaryl ; yet during the few short intervals 
of dancing and rest, when they had been 
together, words had been spoken by Trevor, 
and listened to blushingly by Muriel, that 
bordered on dangerous ground, unless his 
heart were free to give. 

Muriel listened with timid delight. She 
felt unworthy to be told by her hero that 
the moments passed by her side were aU 
too short. 
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" What could there be in her," she 
thought, "that such a man as Captain 
Trevor should care even to talk to her for 
five minutes ?" 

Yet it was all so delightful that she 
wished the moments longer. 

Kate, in her ideas, was well deserving of 
all Caryl's admiration. She could not be 
surprised that he followed her everywhere, 
and sought every opportunity of being with 
her, but she did wish that Kate's card had 
been fuller when she entered the room, so 
that she might not have had quite so many 
dances to give Caryl. As yet she was 
ignorant, except in a slight and rudi- 
mentary degree, of the elaborate system of 
blanks, and stars, and Christian names, by 
which young ladies contrive to be engaged 
whenever they wish to be so, and dis- 
engaged when it suits them. 

At last the final galop was played, and 
this time Kate, having discovered that one 
of Lord Beauvilliers' brother-officers, who 
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had asked her to dance, was likely to be 
able to enlighten her as to his tastes and 
pursuits, she coolly threw Caryl on one 
side, declared she had forgotten her engage- 
ment to him, and so left him, somewhat dis- 
consolate, to fall back upon Muriel. It was 
on his arm that she went down to the car- 
riage ; it was by him that she was carefully 
cloaked and shawled ; and she had the ad- 
ditional dehght of hearing her father invite 
him to call, and Trevor's pleased accept- 
ance of his invitation. 

Yes, Muriel's boat was fairly launched 
on the stream, and all around looked sun- 
shine ; and so it might have been, but for 
falsehood and treachery. 

Caryl strolled homewards to his hotel, 
his thoughts resting more on Muriel than 
Kate. So gentle, so simple, so girl-like, 
it was like calm, cool morning compared 
with the hot glare of noon. Kate attracted 
him when present, but it was Muriel he 
remembered in absence. 
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One true friend had watched Muriel all 
night with loving eyes— Chariie Evans. 
He knew what breakers lay ahead, and his 
heart was sad and sore. 

" I am so young and so poweriess," he 
thought, " and Herbert is so determined, 
and my mother so resolved to get rid of 
Kate, that between them they will make 
sure of Trevor — ^unless, indeed, Lord Beau- 
villiers could be brought up as an antidote 
with Kate. If I did but know him I And 
yet what could I do ? What a tangle this 
wbrid is I There is my mother — pious 
soul I — ^praying that K^te may be comfort- 
ably disposed of with Trevor. There is 
Muriel, perhaps praying that Trevor may 
love her. So am I, for though he is not 
good enough for my darling, if she loves 
him, it will be for life. How terribly all 
this contradiction tells against faith in 
prayers 1 Whom does the Almighty hear ? 
He cannot answer one without refusing the 
others ; and sometimes I fancy the wicked 
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ones must pray the hardest and the longest, 
for they get answered. Yet I think in the 
end all will be right, and we shall know as 
we are known ; but the way here is Very 
dark and dreary. God help us aU, for we 
need it sadly. Who knows whether we 
beheve rightly or wrongly ? Is there no 
clue out of the wilderness, no light to 
lighten our footsteps ?" 

Charlie, Charhe, be patient ! The solv- 
ing of the problem of life will come in its 
own good time, but that is not as yet, for 
you or Muriel. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

COUNCILS OF STATE. 

Oh, doubt I oh, doubt I I know my destiny, 
I feel thee fluttering bird-like in my breast ; 

I cannot loose thee, but will sing to thee, 
And flatter thee to rest. 

Jean Ingelow. 

T T was noon on the day after the second 
-*- ball, and the Evans's Parliament was 
holding its second session in the sacred 
precincts of Mrs. Evans's dressing-room. 
But on this occasion it would be more ap- 
propriate to call it an tEcumenical Council, 
for it was presided over by the Pope of the 
Evangelicals, the infallible Dr. O'Rourke. 

He had arrived at Ropsley-on-the-Sea, 
on a visit to Mrs. Evans — a visit of grati- 
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tude; for, on her husband's death, she had 
presented him with a testimonial in the 
shape of a bronze ink-stand of the severest 
design — ^f or what, would have been difl&cult 
to say, as the worthy Doctor had profited 
largely, in a temporal sense, by his wealthy 
convert ; but Mrs. Evans had an idea that 
her husband's present very elevated posi- 
tion in the Courts above was due entirely 
to the eloquence of the Doctor, and there- 
fore that he deserved a bronze inkstand. 
And now the Doctor was returning his 
most earnest thanks, in his own peculiarly 
gracious way. 

" You are too generous, my dear Madam. 
I am but a most unworthy instrument, and 
had I indeed been the means of bringing 
our dear brother into the truth, the sweet 
Christian communion we enjoyed together 
had been ample recompense !" 

He forgot to allude to the large income 
derived from the pew-letting in the church 
which Mr. Evans had built, and to which 
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he kad presented the handsome Irishman. 

Mrs. Evans smiled angelically in reply. 

" My dear friend, I do so lament that in 
my sons you find no traces of their dear 
father's deeply pious mind. Alas! they 
are yet in the bonds of sin, unconverted 
and unregenerated, and, I feel but too well 
assured, not predestinated in the eternal 
councils to inherit glory as saints." 

" Yet in this, dear sister," cooUy replied 
the doctor, " we may find much cause for 
praise and thanksgiving. We ourselves 
are called, and chosen, and elect. Let 
us reflect joyfully how few is the number of 
such ; how the justice of Heaven will be 
vindicated in the eternal condemnation of 
myriads and myriads of baptized men, 
women, and babes, and how we shall re- 
joice thereat."* 

A third person had entered the room 

* Fact. These words were spoken, some years ago, even 
in a stronger way, in the autbor^s hearing, by a clergyman 
of the Chmxih of England. 
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whilst this gentle and Christian view of 
affairs was being enunciated in the softest 
of voices, and with the most beaming ex- 
pression of countenance. It was Herbert, 
and, as he heard the doctor's charitable 
conclusion, a bitter smile curled his lip. 

" Sorry to interrupt you. Dr. O'Rourke, 
but I have a subject on which I wish to 
speak to my mother. I shall not detain 
her long ; it only regards the affairs of two 
or three lost sinners. You will shortly be 
able to resume your hymns of praise for 
the misery of the non-elect. It is a most 
delightful subject of contemplation, doubt- 
less." 

Dr. O'Rourke preserved his calm and 
pompous equanimity, even under Herbert's 
covert sneers ; but his mother flushed up, 
and, forgetting her role of heavenly seren- 
ity, said hastily, 

" I do not allow of any disrespect, Her- 
bert, to this great and good man." 

" Well, mother, as atonement, I am 
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quite ready to concede those titles to the 
doctor, thougli I fancied they had already 
been given to another eloquent countryman 
of his." 

The doctor bowed. 

"May you, Herbert, live to deserve 
those names better than the unworthy but 
redeemed friend whom you see before 

you." 

Mrs. Evans cast up her eyes, as if 
appealing to Heaven to bear witness to 
the meekness and holiness of the doctor, 
and to remind the Recording Angel to be 
sure " and make a note of it." This done, 
she informed Herbert, "that any affair 
of importance to the interests of himself or 
any member of the family, could not be 
more advantageously discussed than in 
the presence of so sage an adviser as Dr. 
O'Rourke ; but, if it was a matter of no 
especial moment, it could be well deferred." 

Herbert bit his lip. 

" After all, mother," he said, " if you 
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choose to expose our private affairs to a 
stranger, it is your business, not mine. I 
would only remind you that you cannot 
draw back from your promise, and that 
the doctor's only advice in the matter must 
be how you can best carry out what we 
have proposed." 

Dr. O'Rourke was as wily as eloquent. 
Mrs. Evans was old; Herbert young, 
and, as her favourite son, doubtless her . 
heir. It was his policy not to offend the 
young man, and, at the same time, to stand 
well with the mother ; but he had a judi- 
cious way of trimming his sails to suit all 
breezes, which usually extricated him from 
any unpleasant dilemma, such as a family 
quarrel might be likely to prove. Nor was 
he quite ignorant of Herbert's business. 
In the course of the morning, whilst young 
Evans had been stiU dreaming of Muriel, 
he had been closeted with Mrs. Evans, 
and had arrived at a pretty good notion of 
the whole affair. 

VOL, I. H 
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It was clearly for the interest of the sect 
of which he was the great apostle, that 
Alice Evans should remain uncontaminated 
by the worldly views of Kate, and the un- 
certain religious principles of Muriel — ^but 
the latter danger was not so great, he 
thought, as the former. Had Muriel been 
decidedly Catholic in opinion, it would 
have been all-important that she should be 
removed from the scene of action ; but she 
was not, and, moreover, would probably 
marry Herbert; whilst Kate, who was 
necessarily thrown so much into Alice's 
society, was most evidently one of the 
children of this world, and therefore her 
influence mora to be dreaded* 

It was not all Alice's spiritual welfare 
that the clever Irishman consulted; but 
her mother, if she married to please her, 
could give a rich dowry, and he had many 
sons, several unprovided for, any one of 
whom would gladly have entered as candi- 
date for the hand of the rich Mrs. Evans's 
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gentle daughter. On the whole, it was 
clearly his policy to advocate Kate's being 
thrown constantly into the society of Caryl 
Trevor, and that Muriel should not be 
included in the invitations. 

Dr. O'Rourke was therefore perfectly 
prepared to smile cheerfully on Herbert, 
saying, 

" I guess it all, my dear boy ; I was young 
once. I too have * lived in Arcadia.' I 
have not yet lost the power of sympathy. 
Speak freely, then, and rest assured of my 
friendship." 

"Well, then," said Herbert, some- 
what sullenly, "though Beauvilliers was 
not at the ball last night, and Trevor 
danced constantly with Kate, I can see 
that Muriel has a great fascination for him, 
and, if they meet often, I will not answer 
for the consequences. Trevor must be 
invited here, mother, and not Muriel," ' 

" Does Miss Gore feel equally fascinated 
by Captain Trevor ?" asked the divine. 

h2 
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" Of course she does ; her little romantic 
head is full of heroes, and here she fancies 
she has found one in solid flesh and blood." 

"I should never have thought, Evans, 
that she was capable of so suddenly being 
fascinated." 

" Then you don't know her, doctor. I 
am sure she already loves Trevor, and 
there is the danger. Unless Kate secur'es 
him, and quickly too, he will in the long 
run take Muriel." 

" After all, my dear Herbert, you can 

and your dear mother " — (this Was added, 
somewhat as an afterthought)—" you can 
ask him here, to introduce him to your fami- 
ly. He is an idle man, and will be glad of 
something to pass away his time. And 
more still, you must make this house 
pleasant to him. Dear Mrs. Evans, you, 
too, must aid by allowing Herbert (who has 
no conscientious objections) to offer his 
guest such amusements as will render 
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his visits here agreeable to himself." 
" Doctor O'Rourke, can you advise me to 
relax those rules of decency, sobriety, and 
godly living which have hitherto prevailed 
in this house ?" 

" By no means, my dear Mrs. Evans ; 
yet we must draw a distinction between 
amusements in themselves sinful, and 
those which, innocent as they may be in 
the sight of the world, are yet unfit for the 
elect. Now cards are not in themselves 
sinful, except when they lead to gambling 
and waste of time. They are a frivolous 
employment, unworthy of the children of 
light ; yet, if Captain Trevor hkes whist 
for moderate stakes, that, I think, might 
with all propriety be played, even here." 

Mrs. Evans could adduce no exact 
reason why cards should in themselves be 
sinful, for on one occasion, having 
watched with much amusement a game of 
patience, she had ordered some plain cards 
and wrote the numbers on them, calling 
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the knave eleven, and so on; and not 
only permitted her cliildren to play, but 
had played herself. She was therefore 
willing, in this at least, to yield to the opinion 
of the doctor, and waive the objections which 
she felt to the elaborate costume and 
the titles of the court-cards. And so 
it was settled. Herbert was to call on 
Caryl Trevor, and invite him to dinner; 
music and whist were to follow, and Kate 
was to meet him, and find that the certain- 
ty of Trevor's proposing was better than 
the chance of being asked to share Lord 
Beauvilliers's coronet. 

Thus the plan was laid, and Muriel's 
life was to be blighted, if need be, that 
Alice might be left amongst the Evangeli- 
cals. Even had Mrs. Evans suspected 
how deep was the sudden strange love 
which filled Muriel's heart, it would have 
made no difference. Spiritual pride had 
blinded her eyes and hardened her heart 
to aU the gentler feelings which are a 
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woman's truest ornament; and spiritual 
pride always has this effect on everyone 
who believes that his way is alone the 
true one, and that all others are beyond 
the pale and without the fold. 

But Muriel was far otherwise employed 
this bright Spring morning. She had gone 
to walk on the sea-shore with her aunt 
Sophia — once a great beauty — and with a 
warm corner still in her heart for all that 
bordered on romance and love-making. 

They strolled along, where the little waves 
were just breaking on the shore with a 
lulling, rippling sound, leaving the pebbles 
polished and sparkling in the sunshine. A 
soft, grey mist trembled in the distance, and 
hung like a veil before the horizon ; and' 
the sea-weed, flung on the yellow sand, 
gave out its fresh, peculiar scent. Sud- 
denly Muriel flushed crimson, and Aunt 
Sophia saw a gentleman coming towards 
them, knocking about the little pebbles 
with his stick, and puffing lightly at a 
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cigar. Aunt Sophia saw too that he was 
tall and well made — that he walked like a 
soldier, and held his head like a weU-bred 
man ; and she was quite prepared to find 
that it was one of the admirers whom 
Muriel had met during the past week. 

" Who is it, Muriel ?" she asked. 

" Captain Trevor, aunt." 

*' Is it not rather early for an officer to 
be taking his walk ?" 

'* He is not on duty to-day, aunt ; and 
when he asked me what time people gene- 
rally walked on the beach, I told him it 
was before luncheon." 

Aunt Sophia did not ask if the captain 
had inquired who walked at that time by 
" the sad sea waves," but she came to the 
conclusion that the gentleman would not 
be excessively surprised to meet Muriel 
even at that rather early hour. 

And indeed Caryl Trevor showed no sign 
of astonishment, as, flinging away his cigar, 
he came forward, smiling, to meet them; 
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and after greeting Muriel witli a cheerful 
" How glad I am to see you, Miss Gore, 
looking so fresli after the ball," begged her 
to present him to her aunt. If Muriel had 
compared Caryl with Ivanhoe (somewhat to 
the disadvantage of the latter) when she 
first met him, she now decided that no hero 
of antiquity could be placed in the same 
category with her new friend. She was 
faithless to all her old heroes, sacred and 
profane, and elected Caryl to fill aU their 
vacant places at one and the same time. 

He could talk, and talk weU too, and his 
sketches of Eastern life, and the war in 
which he had so distinguished himself, was 
like the revelation of a new world to 
Muriel. 

" How I should like to be a soldier I" she 
exclaimed, at the end of one of Caryl's 
descriptions of a cavalry skirmish. 

" I think you would, in war time. Miss 
Gore, but not in peace. You would not 
care for the monotony of barrack life, the 
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shop talk of the mess-room ; and you don't 
smoke — our only solace 1" 

Muriel laughed merrily. 

" I might soon learn to do that ; but I 
must say I should not like to dine as it 
were in public every day. I should like to 
be always on foreign service, where there 
was something to do." 

" What a splendid soldier's wife you 
would make, Miss Gore ! You would not 
always be urging your husband to spend 
hundreds in exchanging into regiments at 
home. Some men say that many married 
men in a regiment spoil it. I do not think 
so myself. It keeps the youngsters steady." 

And Caryl looked as if he considered 
himself quite a patriarch. 

By the time the walk was ended, Muriel 
had lost all her remaining shyness, and only 
retained a deep and reverential admiration 
for Trevor. Miss Sophia had decided that 
Captain Trevor certainly admired her 
niece, and was a very superior being to the 
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general race of men natives of Ropsley-on- 
the-Sea, and Caryl had discovered that Kate 
vras all very well in a ball-room, but Muriel 
was the best in a quiet morning stroll ; that 
early walks with a pleasant companion, and 
a lenient chaperon, suited his constitution ; 
and that a course of them would benefit 
both his mind and his health. 

The rest of that day Muriel lived in a 
dream. At night she slept to hear again 
Caryl's refined voice, and woke to dart to 
the window, dash aside the blind, see the 
bright blue of an unclouded sky, and rush 
to Aunt Sophia to say that it was a lovely 
day for another beach walk 1 

And so it went on for several days, and 
the Evans's knew nothing of these proceed- 
ings. Alice was abroad on a short visit, 
and Muriel therefore had no attraction 
to the house ; whilst Kate had been absorb- 
ed in a flirtation on her own account with 
Lord Beauvilliers, which came off on the 
beach in the afternoon. But the sand and 



r^ 



108 ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 

the pebbles and the waves told no tales, and 
" all went merry as a marriage bell," till the 
day when Caryl received his invitation to 
dine on the following one, at Mrs. Evans's 
house, quite in a friendly way. 

Herbert had called, smoked a cigar, and 
chatted a long time with Trevor, but, natu- 
rally, Muriel's name was not mentioned, and, 
when he spoke casually of Kate, it was in 
terms of high admiration. Caryl was not 
inclined to discuss either lady, and Herbert 
failed to discover the exact position of 
affairs. The invitation to dinner was cor- 
dially accepted, and there was a lurking 
hope in Trevor's heart that Muriel might 
be there. 

She was not there, however, and, in spite 
of Kate's brilliant spirits, the dinner was 
dull. In the evening things went better. 
Mrs. Evans was very gracious, and some 
music was proposed. Kate sang well — not 
passionate Italian or dreamy German music, 
that requires natives to translate it into 
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sound, but bright English ballads, such as 
Englishwomen should sing before English- 
men. She knew Trevor's turn of mind, she 
guessed at the attraction Muriel had for 
him in her girlish truth and simplicity, and 
at least thus far she would imitate it. 

Caryl hung over the piano, listening in 
honest deUght ; his impressionable nature 
was touched, and the brilliant beauty of 
the ball-room was now the intelligent, 
charming member of a domestic circle. 
What more could man desire ? 

When next morning Trevor met Muriel 
on. the beach she seemed more shy and dull 
than usual. She asked no questions as to 
the past evening, and seemed to care little 
for hearing anything about it. 

Truth to say, she felt hurt and sore ; it 
was the first time she had been left out of 
the Evans's parties, but she was puzzled 
far more than annoyed. 

Kate was too busy with her own affairs 
to seek her out, and naturally she was too 
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proud to call upon Mrs. Evans just at this 
juncture. An indefinite sense of fraud and 
wrong was about her, and her usually buoy- 
ant spirits were chilled and repressed. 

Caryl saw this ; it was as sad to him as 
if a blight had come over the young green 
foliage, leaving it black and shrivelled, and 
his manner grew insensibly tender and 
gentle, as he expressed his sorrow at having 
missed, from the circle- of last night, the 
one face he longed to see. 

Now Aunt Sophia, that pearl of chaper- 
ons, had met an ancient friend on the shore, 
and, leaving her niece to Trevor's care, 
was toddling on in front, in happy uncon- 
sciousness of aU the blushes, and tremors, 
and whispers that were going on be- 
hind. There was mischief done that day ; 
words were spoken better left unsaid, if 
they meant nothing, and Muriel went home 
with a happy f eehng that she could defy 
Mrs. Evans, Kate, and circumstances in 
general, to win from her as much of Trevor's 
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heart as he had abeady condescended to 
give. 

That sea-beach witnessed the first act 
in the drama of Muriel's life. In the bright 
noontide Caryl lingered there by her side. 
When the level rays of the western sun 
tinged the breaking waves with a golden 
sparkle, Lord Beauvilliers smoked his 
afternoon . cigar, in the company of Kate 
and Miss Jerome ; but when evening closed 
over the scene, whilst Muriel dreamed of 
the morning's happiness, and longed for the 
new day to come, Caryl lingered by 
Kate's side in Mrs. Evans's drawing-room, 
and, like Penelope's web, all the day's work 
was undone at night. 

"Unstable as water, thou shalt not 
excel," has been written of !many men since 
first thelsraelitish patriarch spoke those far- 
seeing words, the key to many an otherwise 
inscrutable character, but of none more 
truly than of Caryl Trevor. 

There was no Spring in after-years that 
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ever rivaUed inMuriers thoughts the bright- 
ness of that Spring ; no sky so blue, no sea 
so cabn, no flovrers so sweet as in that 
year. Day by day, as Summer came on, 
and Caryl was her daily companion, the 
girl's heart was given more and more utter- 
ly to him. He had many good quahties, 
much personal power of fascination, and 
he shewed at his best in Muriel's society. 

There is little to chronicle of these days. 
Spring grew into Summer, and Muriel 
changed from girl to woman ; and Caryl 
tried to sound his own heart and failed, 
and so drifted idly on ; and now it was late 
in June, and, according to domestic tradition, 
the Gores were to go to Brighton, to meet 
sundry distant relatives for a family festival. 
It was evident to various lookers-on that 
" things must come to a crisis somehow." 

Meantime, Kate had played her cards 
cautiously. Lord Beauvilliers was a diffi- 
cult fish to catch ; Trevor would not come 
to the point. She was in doubt as to what 



ONE LOVE IN A LIPB, 113 

to do to secure one of them. Charlie had 
been, it must be confessed, " a difficulty." 
If ever Caryl was holding a tete-a-tete with 
•Elate, that stupid boy had always come 
blundering in, and Herbert had been at 
times very sulky; the plan of excluding 
Muriel, except from strictly select parties, 
•and not inviting Trevor when she was 
there, though doubtless it had a due ef- 
fect in counteracting her influence over 
Trevor, had also the effect of preventing 
much intercourse between Caryl and her- 
self, 

Willie ignored everything and everybody, 
and was going through a course of novels 
in his own bed-room, and Mra. Evans 
blandly played the part of hostess, and 
though she devoutly wished that Caryl 
would make up his mind and propose at 
once to Kate, she could not see her way to 
hastening that desirable consummation. 
What to do next was everybody's question 
except Muriers, who was perfectly con- 

VOL. I. I 
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tented to enjoy Oaryl's society, and leave 
the result to futurity. 

Kate gave the subject her most serious 
consideration, and at last hit upon that re- 
fuge for the destitute when men will not 
propose— a pic-nic, with plenty of cham- 
pagne, finishing with a dance at the house 
where Muriel first met Trevor, and she call- 
ed into counsel her discreet guardian, Miss 
Jerome. As usual, the conference was 
held in Kate's dressing-room, just after 
that young lady had despatched her break- 
fast, and the greater part of her toilette, 
the finishing touches alone being omitted. 

" Miss Jerome," said Kate gravely, as 
that lady entered the room, "we must 
really do something. Matters cannot be 
allowed to go on in this style." 

" So I told the cook, my dear, but I did 
not know you had heard anything about it ; 
I did not like to trouble you with it. All 
the dripping sold, and a follower every 
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evening, and the last cask of ale run out in 
a week 1" 

" What are you talking of, Jerry ? The 
cook is welcome to all the dripping, and 
half-a-dozen followers, and a dozen casks of 
ale. These are trifles compared with what I 
want to consult you upon. Don't you see 
that my hair is all dishevelled, and my 
general appearance that of one distraught 
in mind and oppressed with care ? What 
are cooks and casks to me ?" 

" My dear, I really do not know. If 
aD^hing has happened, I am sure I am 
most ready to sympathise or rejoice," 

"Now, Jerry, that is exactly what 
I wish you could do. What is driving 
me perfectly wild is that nothing does 
happen." 

Miss Jerome took off her spectacles, and 
wiped them on her spotless handkerchief as 
she said, 

"I have heard, my dear, that a level 

I 2 
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state of calm content, with no exciting in- 
cidents *' 

* 

" Is just what I detest," Kate broke in ; 
" Jerry, could you drive over to the barracks, 
inquire for Lord Beauvilliers, and say that 
in my father's absence you are empowered 
to ask his intentions ?" 

" My dear Kate I I never did such a 
thing in my life as call upon an officer in 
barracks. And what intentions am I to ask 
about, supposing I were to go ?" 

" What intentions, you dear old thing ! 
Why, if he intends to offer ine his hand 
and coronet, and have the family diamonds 
reset." 

Miss Jerome rose from her chair in a 
stern and dignified manner, 

" Katherine, can you for one moment en- 
tertain the idea that I could be guilty of 
such a breach of propriety ?" 

" Exactly, Jerry, I knew you would not. 
There remains only one alternative ; if you 
would not have the painful task of convey- 
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ing me to Hanwell, I must have the op- 
portunity of finding out for myself." 

" I see no exact objection to that, Kate. 
Of course every young woman is naturally 
curious as to her future fate ; but how do 
you propose to manage it ?" 

" A picnic, my dear Jerry ; a long, long 
day, roaming in the greenwoods and dining 
on the grass ; no formality, no constraint, 
just one or two chaperons^ warranted not 
to interfere ; and a dance in the evening to 
finish off with — ^in a house, Jerry on a good 
floors— dancing on the grass is a delusion 
and a snare." 

Miss Jerome would have assented to 
anything, after the dreadful vision of her- 
self driving up to the barracks, and request- 
ing an interview with Lord Beauvilliers. 
She was ready to promise her best assist- 
ance, and to go about with her eyes shut ; 
though, as she observed, if she had an 
aversion, it was to dining on the grass, with 
spiders .dropping into the salad; an<l, 
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moreover, on whatever day the picnic was 
arranged to take place, it would be certain 
to rain; drawing from this circumstance 
the deduction that there was every reason 
to believe that picnics were displeasing to 
Providence. 

"Don't talk like St. Evans, my dear 
old Jerry," was Kate's irreverent reply; 
*^ What do you or Mrs. Evans know about 
Providence — ^real Providence, I mean? 
She has invented a sort of avenging Deity, 
totally unknown to primitive Christianity, 
and attributes to it aU the little spites and 
meannesses of her own character. Bead 
your Bible, Jerry, and leave her Provi- 
dence alone. And now let us discuss who 
shall be invited — aU the officers, of course ; 
two or three curates; the Langleys, the 
Evans', and half a dozen more of the 
visitable families." 

"And the Gores," suggested Miss Je- 
rome. 

** I suppose they must be asked. And, 
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after all, if Lord Beauvilliers should be 
very attentive, Caryl Trevor would be 
dreadfully in the way ; and he could amuse 
himself with Muriel.'^ 

« But if he should not be ?" 

" Why, then I must keep Captain Trevor 
to myself. I like him far the best ; but 
then the coronet, my dear Jerry — ^that is 
an irresistible attraction." 

" Oh ! Kate, Kate, have you any heart ?" 

" I don't know — I suspect so ; but it is 
sleeping.'* 

^' It may wake some day, Kate, when it 
is.tob late, and the result be misery." 

"I will risk it — ^the experiment may 
answer. Eank and wealth are great sopo- 
rifics to acute feeling either about oneself 
or others." 

" You must have your own way, Elate. 
It is only my duty to see that your high 
spirits and reckless disposition do not lead 
you to transgress the rules of society. 
Well, my dear, not to moralize any longer, 
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I think we had better go at once and call 
upon Mrs. Langley ; for if this picnic is to 
come off, the sooner the better. The 
weather seems pretty settled, and we may 
escape rain — I am sure I hope so, or we 
inay all catch our deaths of rheumatism.** 

" We will risk that, too, Jerry. Nothing 
venture, nothing have. Get all the um- 
brellas in the house mended up, and we 
shall be sure to have a fine day.'* 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A CLOUD UPON THE SKY. 

We build our houses on the sand, 
Comely vithoutside and within ; 
But when the winds and rains begin 
To beat on them, they cannot stand — 
They perish quickly, overthrown, 
Loose from the very basement stone. 

Jean Ingelow. 

fTlHE day was fixed, the company in- 
-*■ vited ; Colonel St. Barbe had offered 
the regimental band, and the weather was 
more Italian than English. Day by day the 
July sun rose unclouded, day by day the 
fiery god went to his couch amidst a blaze 
of gold and crimson. Miss Jerome had, in 
her wise distrust of the continuance of such 
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unlieard of sunshine, taken Kate's advice, 
and ordered every umbrella in the house to 
be put in repair ; but she still predicted a 
violent thunderstorm for the day of the 
picnic, at precisely 3 p.m., during dinner. 
Muriel watched sun and sky every hour in 
the day. Her first greeting to Caryl on 
their daily meeting was, "What lovely 
weather. Captain Trevor, Do you think 
itwiUlast?" 

Mrs . Evans, clearly distinguishing between 
the sinfulness of a baU, and the allowable 
amusement of " a social day in the coun- 
try," had actually condescended to promise 
her personal presence — ^a favour not duly 
appreciated by two of her sons, or by the 
rest of the junior members of society. 

The day before the anxiously-anticipated 
one arrived, cloudless and calm, as so 
many days before. It was not mere- 
ly Muriel's fancy, but that Summer is 
still remembered as an exceptional one. 
So in the lovely Summer mornings 
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Muriel and Caryl wandered side by side 
on the sea-beacli, and Aunt Sophia read 
her book under some sheltering boat. Dear 
old soul! she fully believed that aU was 
well, and that her darling Muriel would 
know for sure, ere long, that the man to 
whom her young heart was given loved her 
in return. In her young days such atten- 
tion always meant something serious. 
Caryl was young, handsome, and weU- 
bom, the scion of a county family, whose 
elder members were the friends of her 
youth, — she had no distrust of his charac- 
ter, no doubt as to his meaning. 

And why should she doubt, if the laws of 
honour and chivalry were in practical exist- 
ence still ? A woman's heart may be won by 
looks as well as words, and the theory that 
no " well brought up " girl should care for 
a man till he has actually asked her to be 
his wife is a fallacious if not an exploded 
one. Did the highest Lady in the land 
know for certain that she was devotedly 
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loved before slie intimated that, if a certain 
German prince would accept her hand, it 
should be given ? All honour to her for 
doing so I A better man or a better hus- 
band she could not have found to share 
her throne. And a woman's heart is an 
empire as grand as that on which the sun 
never sets — an empire for eternity as well 
as time ; and there is no shame in its being 
given unasked, when words have been 
spoken and glances given that should mean 
love, in reality, as well as a passing fancy. 
And so had Muriel given hers ; unknown 
to all — even Caryl — ^her first, last, deep 
love was given to the embodiment of her 
early dreams. It is not always that women 
" love wisely " when they " love well ;" and 
Caryl was not worthy of such a heart. 
He did not even dream that it was his. He 
was very fond of Muriel: she attracted 
him, she interested him. He liked to 
watch the brightening of her eye, and ,the 
flushing of her cheek, when he whispered 
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some low words of praise. If Kate Kad 
not been near to break the spell, all miglit 
have been well. But it was not Kate alone ; 
he was constantly at the Evans's, and there 
every influence was against Muriel. If he 
occasionally met her there (and this did 
happen twice), it was always under such 
circumstances that she was a foil to Kate. 
She could not sing — ^Kate could ; so music 
was the order of the day. Muriers de- 
ficiencies were hinted at by Mrs. Evans in 
tones of affectionate sympathy. Muriel 
had no chance in Kate's presence; her 
girlish truthfulness, her shy temperament, 
were translated into brusqueness and awk- 
wardness ; and it must be confessed that 
Kate reigned triumphant, except during 
the morning walks. 

But on this day, during that walk, Muriel 
had it aU her own way. Caryl had been 
somewhat annoyed the evening before by 
Kate's undisguised flirtation with Lord 
BeauviUiers, at a dinner-party at Mrs. 
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Evans's. He tried to lay the flattering 
unction to his soul, that it was all done to 
pique him ; but he failed, and he was pro- 
portionately inclined to think Muriel more 
charming than ever. His voice had a 
softer tone than usual, his eyes looked 
more lovingly, as he greeted her with a 
delighted smile. 

" Miss Gore, I am so glad to meet you I 
I wanted so much to ask you how we are 
all to go to the meeting-place to-morrow. 
Do you think your father and mother 
would take a seat in *the vehicle I have 
hired ? — and yourself, of course," he added 
hastay. 

" I think they have already arranged to 
go with the Evans party — at least, I am 
afraid so." 

Here Aunt Sophia interposed. 

" Yes, Muriel, I am afraid it is so. Cap- 
tain Trevor, I am very sorry; it would 
have been so much pleasanter for them to 
go with you." 



ONE LOVE IK A LIFE. 127 

Muriel looked her regrets, so softly and 
sadly that Caryl felt ^almost consoled for his 
disappointment. Kate and Miss Jerome were 
to go in his hired waggonette, Lord Beau- 
villiers in the regimental drag; and he had no 
wish to be the object of Kate's attentions 
m route^ and deserted on his arrival for the 
red-hau-ed lord. He was resolved that if 
next day Kate persisted in her flirtation 
with Beauvilliers, he would have nothing 
more to say to her ; if, on the contrary, he 
foimd that she really preferred his society, 
in spite of his less aristocratic position, he 
would end his own indecision by proposing 
to her. He knew he had gone so far, in 
what he had said to Elate, that she must be 
quite prepared for such a declaration ; yet 
as he looked at Muriel, in all the fresh 
Spring-time of her unworn youth, a shadow 
of sorrow came over him — an uncomfort- 
able suspicion that he had won a heart 
possibly even better worth winning than 
Kate's, and that it had not been given 
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quite unsouglit by him; but lie tried to 
smother the voice o£ his conscience by- 
thinking, 

'' She is so very young, so very girlish, 
so unfit for married life. If she has ever 
fancied that she cared for me, she will soon 
get over it." 

Caryl had two loves nestling in his heart, 
and striving for the mastery — the pure, 
honest feeling of affection he entertained 
for Muriel, the passionate dreams that 
hovered round Kate, 

The fate of two lives hung in the balance 
that sunny morning, and neither knew it. 
Trevor did not realise the intense longing 
and anticipation which filled Muriel's soul 
as she looked forward to the morrow, and 
she could not know why Caryl's voice grew 
lower and lower in its tone, and why that 
sad, earnest look was in his eyes. They 
had strolled away from Aunt Sophia and < 

her book, and had seated themselves in the 
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shelter of a boat, drawn high up on the 
beach. 

" Perhaps it is the last time," thought 
Caryl. " Poor little Muriel 1 — ^this must 
end ; we cannot go on thus. What would 
Kate say, if she knew it ? Once pledged 
to her, I will be as true as steel ; and better 
to break off all this daily intercourse at 
once, than to let it die away by slow 
degrees. Young hearts are soon con- 
soled." 

But the process of consolation, as com- 
menced by Captain Trevor, was not the 
most judicious way of healing a prospective 
wound. The quiet rippKng of the waves, 
the gleam of sunlight on the blue sea, the 
subtle scent of the fresh seaweed, the soft 
breeze that hardly waved one of Murier^ 
ribbons, all contributed to produce an idle, 
luxurious state of mind ; and what between 
pity and admiration, Caryl's looks grew 
very tender, and his words had a lingering 
touch of affection in them, that over and 

VOL. I. K 
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over again flushed Muriel's cheek with 
crimson, 

" If I were ever to do anything you 
thought very unkind and cruel, would you 
forgive me, Muriel ? I may caU you so just 
to-day, may I not ? — and you will this once 
only say Caryl ?" 

" How could you be unkind to me ?" 

" Cannot you guess ? — you may think so 
before many days are over. Promise me 
you will forgive me then." 

" Of course I will ; but I don't in the 
least understand what you mean." 

"Don't you? Well, then, let us be 
happy just for this morning. Who knows 
what may happen to-morrow ?" 

" A lunch in the woods, a row on the 
lake, and a dance at Mrs. Langley's, I 
hope." 

A month ago, an instant request for 
dances to be reserved for him would have 
been Cgryl's answer, but now he was silent 
for some moments. At last he spoke — 
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" You will be a woman before very long, 
Muriel. I wonder how you will look back 
upon these days ?-— what you will think of 
those you danced with at your first ball ? 
I suppose you will say, * There was that 
- very stupid fellow, Captain Trevor.' " 

" No, I should not say that ; but why 
do you ask such questions ?" 

*' I don't know — curiosity and vanity 
combined, I suppose.'* 

And so the morning passed away in 
rambling and disjointed talk; and when 
Muriel arrived at home, she for the first 
time felt restless and uneasy. A sort of 
foreboding was on her, and the thought of 
the morrow had lost its charm. 

Meantime, amidst all the Summer sun- 
shine, wintry storms had been raging in 
the Christian home of Mrs. Evans. 

The usual dressing-room committee of 
two had already had a morning sitting, 
and Herbert had expressed his entire dis- 
approbation with the state of affairs in 

k2 
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general, declaring that it was all the fault 
of everybody, himself excepted, that Caryl 
had not already proposed to Kate. 

^*Why did you invite that dissipated 
fellow, Beauvilliers, mother?" he asked 
Bullenly, ** Why yield to Kate's absurdi- 
ties ? I know it matters little to you 
whom she marries, or what her fate may 
be, so that you get her out of AHce's way ; 
but remember this, I must have Trevor 
out of Muriel's path," 

*^ My dear son, little as I can compre- 
hend your affection for Miss Gore, who so 
evidently dislikes even your society, I 
have been willing, as you know, to aid you 
in clearing yoiir path from those whom 
you fancy are rivals. Tell me now what I 
can do, and trust me to do it." 

" You must see to-morpoTy that Caryl is 
constantly thrown with ^te; you must 
get hold of Beauvilliers, and hint to him 
that Kate has been only playing him off 
against Trevor;^ his pride will instantly 
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take alarm ; then praise Muriel to Caryl, 
give him a chance of passing half an hour 
with her, and leave the rest to me.'* 

But even as he spoke, he saw his brother 
Charlie standing by the half ^open door, his 
face dark with passion* 

" Herbert,'* he said, as he entered, " I 
always believed you were a cold-blooded 
rascal, I know it now." 

Mrs. Evans half started from .her chair, 
upsetting the family Bible and " James on 
the Collects." 

" How dare you, sir, here, in my pres- 
ence, use such language as regards your 
elder brother ?" 

*' Because it is true, and because, if you 
listen to him, you will be an accomplice in 
a great wrong. What has Muriel Gore 
done to you that you should be so cruel ?" 

" You don't know what you are talking 
about, Charles," grumbled Herbert. " Go 
and leave your mother and myself to ar- 
range our own affairs." 
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" They are mine too," said the undaunted 
Charlie. " Nothing that concerns Muriel 
is a matter of indifference to me. Herbert, 
you know that Caryl Trevor has won 
Muriel's heart ; you know that, had it not 
been for your scheming and plotting, he 
would have given her all his heart (she has 
half now), and I know that her young love 
once given is given for ever. How dare 
you blight her life with sorrow you bring 
upon her, and insult her with a love that 
can, for its own selfish sake, work her only 

m?" 

" You talk like a foolish schoolboy," said 
Mrs. Evans. "What pernicious nonsense, 
in three volumes called a novel, have you 
been wasting your time upon ? That valu- 
able time given us to redeem for the benefit 
of our immortal souls " 

"Hush, hush, mother!" cried Charlie. 
" If I am only a nonsensical boy, I can be 
shocked at hypocrisy. Yes, you may frown, 
it is hypocrisy. Better to pass the time in 
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reading every novel that ever was written 
than to spend one half hour in plotting 
misery for one poor heart. Better never 
go to church, never kneel in prayer, than 
to ask God to bless a daily life which is 
only a curse to all around." 

There was nothing for it now but for 
Mrs. Evans to indulge in symptoms of a 
strong fit of hysterics ; but both her sons 
were so accustomed to this mode of termi- 
nating a domestic debate that they totally 
disregarded them, and the worthy lady 
suddenly recovered and sat upright. 

" Wicked, wicked boy ! Is this the end 
of all your blessed father's training — of all 
my incessant care ?" 

" No," muttered Charlie, " the end is not 
yet. Mother," he went on, "only spare 
Muriel, and I will retract every word I 
said. You shall have no son so obedient, 
so respectful. Love you cannot command, 
but in everything else I will strive night 
and day to please you. Do not tell Lord 



136 ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 

« 

Beauvilliers this falsehood. Kate would 
accept him to-iinorrow, and Muriel would 
be happy." 

'* Leave the room, sir; I will not listen to 
a word you say. I have decided, and I 
never retract. How dare you interfere 
with my arrangements? Do you know 
that I could send you out on the world 
penniless ? Your sainted father knew how 
to protect his widow from the insubordina- 
tion and insolence of her children. Are we 
not told, ' If your right hand offend you, 
cut it off. If your right eye offend you, 
pluck it out ?' So will I cast you off, with 
the sanction of heaven and earth, if you 
cross my path." 

" Pity you have not read your Bible to 
better purpose," was Charlie's answer, 
" than to pervert texts to your own use ; 
but it is the way of your sect. I can quote 
one too. 'When thy father and mother 
forsake thee, the Lord shall take thee up.' 
You and the doctor have left little of faith 
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in my heart, but the God in whom I do 
believe is not the helper of wrong and 
falsehood, but of the oppressed, and I ap- 
peal to Him." 

" Oh ! that Dr. O'Rourke were here ! " 
groaned Mrs. Evans. " He would protect 
me. Wicked boy, if I cannot reclaim, I 
can at least punish you, even in this world, 
for I feel well assured that eternal reproba- 
tion is your lot in the next." 

"If heaven is to be peopled with Dr. 
O'Rourke's converts, and carried on ac- 
cording to their ideas, I have no wish to 
be one of its inhabitants." 

Mrs. Evans was about to lift up her 
voice in protest against this awful declara- 
tion, when Herbert interfered. . 

" We are wandering from the subject in 
question, mother. Theology has very little 
to do with love. It is sufficient that you 
have decided on any line of conduct. It is 
the duty of your son Charles to believe 
that you are gictuated by the wisest and 



138 ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 

kindest motives, and, if he interferes, you 
have the remedy in your own hands. Let 
him follow Philip and James." 

There was a half sneer on his .face as he 
said this. Mrs. Evans, wishing to end the 
discussion, turned to Charles, saying, 

" Leave the room, sir, before I ring for 
the servant to expel you I" 

Charlie raised up his head; a strange 
light flashed in his dark eyes, and his voice 
was hoarse and low as he answered, 

"You have decided — so have I; from 
this day I must feel in heart a stranger to 
you, though outwardly I shall observe the 
laws of society. You call me a boy — at 
eighteen I am so, perhaps, but I can reason 
like a man, and feel like one too ; and so I 
leave you to complete this scheme, but I 
warn you that, if I can, I will counteract it 

yet." 

He went out, leaving dismay and con- 
sternation behind him, divided counsels 
and a certain sense of defeat, and, as Her- 
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bert half suspected, took his way to the 
barracks, resolved to have an interview 
with Lord Beauvilliers. It was a long 
and dusty tramp, but he reached the place 
at last, and, as he crossed the square, 
voices hailed him from the open windows 
of the mess-room, with invitations to come 
in and have a draught of soda and sherry 
to cool him down. 

Most of the officers were there, even 
Colonel St. Barbe, but amongst those 
absent were Beauvilliers and Trevor, who 
was in out-lodgings. 

" What do you want with the little 
Lord ?" asked Colonel St. Barbe, with 
whom Beauvilliers was no favourite. " He 
went off this morning, on twenty-four 
hours leave of absence, to buy a horse, he 
said, and is to join us at the Lake to-mor- 
row. He will not be back in time to go 
on the drag." 

Charlie paused for one moment ; a wild 
thought came over ym of taking the 
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Colonel into his confidence, but lie dis- 
missed it as impracticable. It would have 
been far better had he followed it out. 
St. Barbe was, in every sense, a gentle- 
man. Beauvilliers was his especial aver- 
sion, nor had he the highest possible 
opinion of the young lady who was willing 
to overlook his lordship's many imperfec- 
tions for the sake of his rank. With the 
exception of Charlie, he detested all the 
Evans family as a compound of hypocrites, 
knaves, and fools. Muriel he considered 
a charming specimen of an unspoHed 
English girl, and he had a very great 
esteem for Trevor, whose only fault he 
thought was an uncertain and wavering 
disposition ; but, as he always added, " He 
is a good soldier, and, what is better, a 
good man, and, if he only falls into the 
hands of a clever and loving woman, he 
will be a splendid fellow." Therefore 
Charlie could have found no better ally 
than the Colonel, but he did not know it, 
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and Muriel's last chance passed away. 

The sherry and soda of the good-natured 
Riflemen nearly choked Charlie as he tossed 
it down, and, disregarding all the kindly 
invitations to have a weed and chat over 
the preparations for the next day, he took 
his leave and walked off to Trevor's lodg- 
ings. But not with so rapid a pace as that 
with which he had taken his way to the 
barracks. 

He had arranged very clearly what he 
should say to the young nobleman — how 
eloquently he would warn him of the 
intrigue to part Kate from him— how he 
would arouse his pride, and play upon 
his self-conceit ; but what to say to 
Trevor was a far more difficult question. 
Even Charlie shrunk from exposing his 
mother's character in its true light; 
besides, would Caryl believe him? . He 
had been kindly received at Mrs. Evans's 
house ; he was evidently in love with Kate. 
Could Charlie succeed in opening his eyes. 
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would he ever beKeve that Kate could be 
guilty of worse than flirtation in the game 
she was playing ? — ^that she had formed a 
decided plan to secure Beauvilliers, and, 
failing that, Trevor himself? The poor 
lad's heart sank as he tried in vain to 
sketch out his line of conduct, and he end- 
ed by resolving to have a chat with Caryl, 
and leave the result to chance. But he 
might have spared himself all speculation 
on the subject, for the answer given at 
Captain Trevor's door was, " Out, and not 
expected back to dinner." 

Had Charlie pursued his way and en- 
tered Kate Kennedy's drawing-room, he 
would have found the object of his search ; 
for there sat Trevor, discussing with Kate 
and Miss Jerome the precise hour at which 
it would be requisite to start on the mor- 
row. 

He had met them, on his return from 
the beach, his heart full of rather gloomy 
thoughts; he felt that possibly he and Muriel 
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were parted for ever, except as mere ac- 
quaintances, and he half regretted having, 
as he imagined, compromised himself with 
Kate. But when he encountered her, bright 
and beaming, full of life and spirit, her pre- 
sence acted on him like a stimulant, and 
flinging care to the winds, he resolved to 
plimge towards the final step. He had 
gone back with them to luncheon ; he lin- 
gered by Kate's side in the half -lighted 
drawing-room, where rich curtains veUed 
the windows, and choice flowers gave out 
a heavy perfume. 

Kate was looking her best, her simple 
morning costume toned down her some- 
what over-briQiant beauty. She took the 
head of her own table with perfect self-pos- 
session, and Caryl's fascination was com*- 
plete ; he was ready to take glitter for gold, 
to gather the poppy instead of the violet, and 
to think how proud he should be of her, how 
jolly their lives would be, and to risk his 
happiness with Kate. 
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No word was spoken that could bind 
either, but before Caiyl left, both felt that 
something must be decided on their next 
meeting ; and Kate only deferred it, because 
she was resolved to give Lord Beauvilliers 
this one chance, and this only ; and she 
hoped that, on seeing Caryl's devotion, jea- 
lousy might spur him on to action. 

But in this Kate was mistaken. Beau- 
villiers was too indolent and too self-satis- 
fied, too conscious of his riches and rank, 
to care for any woman who did not, at once 
and for all, yield implicitly to his powers of 
fascination ; he hated trouble, and had no 
idea of putting himself out of his way to be 
anybody's rival. If Kate liked him, well 
and good ; she was by far the handsomest 
and jolliest girl he had ever met, and 
would suit him as well, or perhaps rather 
better than anyone else. It was time he 
should marry, for, if he died heirless, a far 
away and much-abhorred cousin would suc- 
ceed to the title and estates. 



ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 145 

This miserable man had had the audacity 
and bad taste not to starve on the paltry- 
pittance of a second son's fifth son, and 
had actually gone into trade as a coal-mer- 
chant ! Death had swept off his numerous 
little brothers in early life, and the coal- 
merchant was heir to the Beauvilliers 
estates I 

Such a dire catastrophe as a tradesman 
or his children reigning in the ancient halls 
of their noble race must be prevented at all 
hazards; and though Lord Beauvilliers 
would have preferred a bachelor life, yet 
anything, even a wife and a dozen children, 
was better than the coal-merchant. 

The day passed On, the evening came, 
the night closed in, and Muriel, restless and 
indefinitely unhappy, wandered from room 
to room, the unspoken question in her 
heart, " What could he mean ? — ^what shall 
I have to forgive ?" Still, through the long 
hours of the hot, still night, she tossed and 
turned in her little white-curtained bed; 
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and it was only as morning dawned that, 
overpowered by fatigue, she dropped into 
a heavy, dreamless sleep. 

The cup of sorrow was at her lips, and 
too soon she was to taste that bitter 
draught for the first time in her young, 
earnest life. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



" UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE." 



^^ Come to the river bank with me, 
For there are plumed ferns of crescent green, 
And in the wine-^lark pools are seen 
The crimsom-spotted trout. 

Hush ! hush ! move through the brake most silently, 
The holy secrecy of this sweet glade !^* 

rilHB day came at last, and Miss Jerome's 
-■- predictions of rain were all happily 
as untrue as those of modern soothsayers 
usually are. She had probably aided this 
happy result by her plan of having every 
umbrella in the house put in what Captain 
Gore called " sailing order," for it is a well- 
known fact that if you take out an umbrella 
it seldom rains, whereas it is sure to do so 
if you do not. 

l2 
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Muriel's temperament was too joyous a 
one not to respond to sunshine, and, in spite 
of her sleepless night, she rose with renew- 
ed hope and spirits. She was peculiarly 
sensitive to the external beauty of nature or 
art, music, colour, grace of form, poetry of 
speech — all had a subtle influence over her. 
They doubled her joy, or deepened her 
sorrow. 

I think we do not make sufficient allow- 
ance for this influence in our estimate of 
character, and even of faith. We judge of 
everyone by our own standard, and do not 
consider how ardent, sensuous natures need 
all that is bright and beautiful about them 
to realise their vague aspirations for happi- 
ness or heaven. Look at the inspired exile 
of Patmos. He was by birth an Eastern, 
trained from childhood to the rich hues of 
a Syrian sky, and the gorgeous splendour 
of Syrian life; so, when he had visions 
" on the Lord's day," they were of golden 
candlesticks, of jasper, and sardine, and 
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emerald ; of a land where no blazing eastern 
sun should scorch, where living fountains 
should pour out their refreshing waters, of 
nmsic and incense and white robes, of 
rivers clear as crystal, city walls of pure 
gold, and a cool, glassy sea. If the 
Apostle had been a native of some cold land 
near the North Pole, would he have pictur- 
ed heaven thus? Would he not have 
spoken of radiant icebergs floating on an 
open ocean, of robes of warm fur, and fires 
of pine wood, of sunshine never obscured, 
of heat unknown to those chiUy regions— in 
fact, of everything that is the reverse of the 
miseries of cold and darkness ? 

We all frame a future according to our 
own special fancy, and think those who 
differ from us in our code of faith and 
morality here, and our hopes of a hereafter, 
very much mistaken, and bordering on 
dangerous delusions. We must all learn 
to take into account, physically and mental- 
ly, the difference in temperament which we 
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see every day around us ; at least we see its 
effects, if we do not recognise its cause. 

It seemed to many perfectly inexplicable 
why Muriel was graver on a rainy day, why 
she could not bear a wooden bench or a 
white-washed wall, and they set it down as 
a whim not to be indulged in ; and so, on 
this morning when Captain Gore remarked 
how cheerful she was looking, he simply 
observed, 

" I think you had a headache yesterday, 
pet ; how lucky it is gone off to-day.'* 

How often does the word headache stand 
for heartache I What should we poor 
women do without this universal excuse 
for silence and sadness. Muriel only 
laughed, and asserted that a fine day, and a 
pic-nic in prospect, were a cure for any com- 
plaint of that sort. 

The arrangements by which the Evans 
and Gore party were all in one vehicle to- 
gether, were by no means pleasing to 
Muriel, more, especially as sundry delays 
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ensued, owing to the prolonged morning 
devotions of Mrs. Evans, and the business 
transactions of Herbert. Charlie was far 
more provoked at the delay than Muriel ; 
his last hope had been to speak to Beauvil- 
liers or Trevor, before they had seen much 
of Kate, and now they must have been all 
together in the grounds of the cottage by 
the lake, for more than an hour. But all 
things have an end, even waiting for un- 
punctual guests, and at last the Evans' 
waggonette reached the appointed spot. 
True enough, there on the lawn were all 
the party already assembled, and, to Charlie's 
joy, Beauvilliers by Kate's side. If only he 
could be kept there ! 

Caryl came forward to assist Muriel in 
her descent from the waggonette. He 
thought she looked a trifle paler and not 
so buoyant in expression as of old, and 
again an uncomfortable chilling sensation 
swept over him. Kate, on the drive down, 
had kept to a judicious line of conduct, per- 
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fectly friendly, very cheerful, but devoid of 
sentiment, and, on her arrival, had been in- 
stantly joined by Beauvilliers, who had re- 
mained by her side ever since. Affairs 
were not going to Caryl's satisfaction at 
aU; he had given the rein to his feelings, 
and was honestly in love with Kate at last 
— B, love compounded of fascination and ad- 
miration, uneasy and restless, but likely to 
become his master in its very nature, 
troubled and wild as it was ; and now Kate 
seemed to draw back, and that urged Caryl 
on. 

He stood with the Gore party, silent, 
and watching the couple who were stand- 
ing in the shade of an elm-tree, not far 
from the edge of the little lake. Mrs. 
Evans saw this, and, instantly concerting her 
plan of action, addressed him in her most 
honeyed tones. 

" Dear Captain Trevor, I see that 
thoughtless child Kate by the water — she 
forgets that she told me she expected a 
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letter from her father to-day. I am anx- 
ious for news. I would not disturb her 
tete-h'tetey but I know that she will not be 
Sony to shake off Lord Beauvilliers ; would 
you have the kindness to go and bring her 
to me ?" 

" Most certainly," said Trevor, as he 
hastened towards Miss Kennedy; and 
Muriel saw him in a few moments return- 
ing with Kate upon his arm, Beauvilliers 
following slowly. 

Kate was greeted with the sweetest of 
smiles. 

" One moment, dear child — I will not 
detain you. Is the long-expected letter 
arrived ?" 

"What letter?" asked Kate, not over- 
pleased at having been summoned. 

" The letter from your dear father." 

" From my father ! I heard from him 
last week — ^he was in Switzerland. I do 
not expect to hear from him till next 
week." 
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If Mrs. Evans could have blushed, or felt 
confused — she certainly would have done 
so at this downright contradiction of her 
assertions, but she was too well trained in 
hypocrisy for that. 

"You are ignorant, then, of his com- 
munication to Herbert ? Ah ! well, if my 
son has not told you of it, no wonder you 
are surprised. He is well, and thinks of 
returning shortly ; and I hoped he might 
have written to fix the day. He is a sad, 
sad wanderer! But now, dear Kate, go 
with Captain Trevor, and have some of 
that iced claret-cup which I see in the 
cottage, before you go upon the lake, or 
arrange for fishing or rambling. I am sure 
Lord BeauvilHers will kindly attend to the 
wants of an old lady." 

Beauvilliers muttered " Bother 1" but his 
thick red moustache hid the motion of his 
lips, and with apparently good grace he 
offered his arm to Mrs. Evans, and the 
party walked off together. 
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Charlie Evans turned very white — so 
well had his mother's measures been taken, 
that she had effectually prevented him from 
speaking to either of the gentlemen in 
question; but one thing yet was left for 
him to do — ^to guard Muriel from Herbert's 
unwelcome attentions ; and he asked her to 
walk with him across the lawn to the lake. 

"You look sad," he said. "Muriel, 
dear, you are too young for that cloud on 
your face." 

"You talk as if you were a patriarch, 
Charlie, and kept your flocks and herds, 
and pitched your tents in the land of 
Israel. I don't like a * young ' old man." 

" I have never been young — ^there was 
no chance of that in our home. We were 
reared in a hothouse of piety, and no sooner 
did we come out into the cold air of the 
world than we were nipped and pinched by 
the uncongenial atmosphere, and were 
brown and withered before we were fairly 
green." 
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" I think, Charlie, that people who are 
made to believe more than their minds will 
hold, end by wearing out their powers of 
faith, and believe nothing at all. I don't 
believe very much, Charlie, because nobody 
who talks to me tells the same thing." 

" And because there is an atmosphere of 
falsehood around you." 

" Yes ; and I feel that I cannot make it 
out. I am sure your mother is acting 
untruly towards me; but I don't know 
why or how." 

" You will know too soon, dear. Muriel, 
would it be worse for you to know your 
love was wasted, or that it was given un- 
worthHy?" 

There was silence for a few moments, 
the leaves of the trees rustled in the faint 
breeze, the lake rippled little wavelets on 
the shore, the sunshine played on the 
green grass and the Summer flowers, a 
distant hum of voices came from the cot- 
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tage, and Muriel was questioning her own 
heart. She spoke at last. 

" Better love wasted than given unwor- 
thily ; there is deep sorrow in one, a bitter 
sting in the other." 

" Then, Muriel, God help you, for Tre- 
vor is unworthy of your love by weakness, 
if not by wickedness." 

" You think that I love him !" cried 
Muriel. " Oh I Charlie, be true to me — do 
not tell anyone I" 

"You can trust me," he said — "you 
would, if you knew all." 

" But he is not unworthy ; he does not 
love me. Is that his fault ? It is mine. 
I am not handsome enough — not clever 
enough for him. If he was kind to me, 
and took notice of me, was it not because 
he is so good and gentle, he thought it 
would give me pleasure ? I am not half 
good enough for him, Charlie,' and I chose 
to dream a dream that was all my own 
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doing; it is over now, but never blame 
him — ^promise me that — ^for I shall care 
for him just as mijch in the years to come 
as I do now." 

Charlie could not speak ; the depth and 
simplicity of the girFs young love touched 
him to the core. 

"I will never blame you, dear," he 
said ; " and in all the years to come, if you 
give him the thoughts of your heart, give 
your trust and friendship to me. We shall 
never be boy and girl, dear, again. If we 
ever had been, we could not have felt as 
we feel now, and speak as we speak now, 
like men and women who have known the 
world. Why were we never children, 
Muriel?" 

" I don't know, Charlie ; perhaps we 
were bom old — ^perhaps we have lived our 
lives in some world before, and only carry 
them on here. Perhaps then I knew how 
all this would end, and what my life would 
be ; but here I am beginning half the story 
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over again, because it went wrong, so I 
have a chance of correcting the second 
edition." 

" And perhaps," said Charlie, trying to 
snule, " you are getting out of your depth 
and mine, and we had better face our sor- 
rows, and go to the claret-cup." 

They returned to the cottage; it was 
nearly vacant now, but Mrs. Evans was 
sitting with Beauvilliers under a sheltering 
tree. 

" Yes," she was saying, " Kate is a sad 
flirt. I teU her, if she goes on in this way, 
no man will ever love her ; but she says 
that Captain Trevor understands her, only 
he requires spurring on. He gave her to 
understand that he was deeply attached to 
her, and then hung back. My lord, I can- 
not blame too much the means she took, 
ind to play with the feelings of one so 
estimable as yourself is indeed a fault be- 
yond my comprehension. I only trust 
that your heart is not too far given " 
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" Not at all," broke in the irritated peer 
— " nothing of the kind, ma'am. I saw 
her game — of course I did — and I gave 
her a helping hand; but as you say the 
matter is as good as settled, I may just 
drop it now ; and, on my soul, that little 
Gore is a devilish deal prettier 1" 

" My lord 1 — such language 1 — ^you shock 
mer 

" Do I ? — ^very sorry — don't wish to use 
the name of any friend of yours disre- 
spectfully. You'll excuse me — ^know you 
don't like smoke — I'll just take a turn in 
the wood and a cigar — can't exist long 
without my weed," and the little lord 
strolled away. 

If there had been anybody within hear* 
ing, Mrs. Evans would have made a long 
protest against the reprobate and sinful 
way in which Lord Beauvilliers spoke ; but 
there was not, so she remained silent, She 
did not even put up a prayer for the sin- 
ner's forgiveness; it was not worth the 
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trouble — ^he was quite beyond the pale jof 
salvation ; but she smiled to herself as she 
saw Beauvilliers join a group of his brother 
ofl&oers, and Kate, with one last glance at 
him, take her place in a boat with Caryl. 

And so the day wore on. Muriel stayed 
on shore, with faithful Charlie by her -side, 
because Herbert was on the water; and 
then kind Colonel St. Barbe, who had a 
shrewd suspicion how things were going, 
came and sat down by her, and told her 
tales of foreign lands, of war and adven- 
ture, till she half forgot her sorrow, and 
looked up with brightened eyes ; and when 
he asked her to keep some dances for him 
at night, she assented gladly. Caryl should 
not see that she cared with whom he 
danced. 

All the shy pride of her nature was 
roused, and she was ready to accept the 
attentions of anyone inclined to offer them ; 
not that they gave her the least pleasure, but 
that Caryl should find that she could be 
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liked, could be admired ; he was not the 
only man in the world, that she need grieve 
after him. 

There is many a coquette, many a jilt, 
many a flirt, the beginning of whose heart- 
less career could be traced back to such a 
cause as this, the poisoning of the spring 
at its source — ^the waters turned to those 
of bitterness before they have had time to 
flow forth in the sunshine; and where is 
the Elisha who shall sweeten them with 
the branch plucked while yet his hand was 
warm, and his heart was thrilled by the 
contact of the chariot of fire ? 

And so the day wore on ; the regimental 
band played its most touching opera airs 
and its gayest dance music. Some imagi- 
natvie souls tried to fancy they were enjoy- 
ing themselves by dancing on the grass ; 
some floated in rather leaky boats on the 
lake; some gathered wild-flowers in the 
woods, wreaths of dog-roses and honey- 
suckle, branches of green fern, and long 
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sprays of wild convolvulus. Many a honey- 
ed word was spoken, many a loving look 
was given; passing and evanescent they 
might be, but their memory would be 
engraven on the young hearts that heard 
them. Muriel alone kept not apart, but with 
all who remained on the lawn. She plead- 
ed heat and fatigue. She would not boat, 
she would not fish, she would not ramble, 
and Charlie hovered near. 

It was a weary time to that untried 
heart, and it might have been so differ- 
ent, she thought. She knew that her 
heart was wounded, but she did not know 
how much. She was yet on the battle-field, 
the enemy was near. Those cold, cruel 
steel-blue eyes of Mrs. Evans were watching 
her. Herbert was now near at hand. They 
should not see that she was hurt, and, like 
a soldier amidst all the excitement of the 
combat, she would not acknowledge how 
hard it was to bear the pain, nor how sore 
that pain was. The very sunshine, the 
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joyous music, made it harder to bear ; they 
jarred against her. How thankful she was 
when at last the bugle sounded the recall, 
and the scattered stragglers came in — gen- 
erally in couples, be it remarked. Last of 
all came Caryl and Kate. There was a 
proud look of triumph on his face, a crimson 
flush on hers, that told the tale of what had 
passed to Muriel and Charlie. One glance 
was exchanged between them, and then 
Muriel, in her girlish pride, nerved herself 
to face the worst, and went gaily towards 
them, saying, 

" I am glad you are here before we leave, 
just to say good-bye till we meet at the 
Langleys'. I hope you have been well 
amused. I saw you on the lake, in that 
dreadful little punt. I wonder you escaped 
drowning." 

Caryl looked from under his eyes. Was 
it Muriel speaking ? The frank, joyous 
tone was gone, and there was a look of 
suffering in her face he could not bear 
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to see. He deposited Kate with Miss 
Jerome, and hastened to follow Muriel. 

" Let me help you into the carriage," he 
said. " Why have you kept apart all the 
afternoon ; surely you are not well ?" 

" Very well, thank you ; but really row- 
iixg in a leaky boat, in this hot sunshine, 
is not amusing, nor tearing one's dress to 
pieces in the brushwood. No one missed me, 
I dare say, — (and what a pathetic ring was 
in her voice!) — " besides, I am engaged for 
so many dances to-night that I wished to 
rest." 

Caryl took her shawl from the waggonette, 
and placed it on her shoulders ; as he did so, 
he whispered, 

" I warned you, Muriel, that I might 
have to ask you to forgive me. You know 
now what I mean !" 

" I have nothing to forgive, Captain Tre- 
vor, except myself," was the quiet answer. 

Caryl bowed and retreated ; but before he 
had got far he returned, saying. 
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" Will you not give me one cliance to- 
night ? Why should we not be friends ?*' 

" Certainly. I alvrays liked your step in 
the valse. You can Kave the third, if you 
like." 

Trevor looked up in amazement. Muriel 
the child was Muriel the woman now, and 
it was well for his allegiance to Kate that 
he did not wait long enough to see the 
quivering lip, and the mist gathering on 
the long eyelashes, as Miss Gore took her 
place in the carriage, and turned her face 
from her companion's to look back upon 
the lake. 

She knew it was all over — ^that Trevor 
was engaged to Kate. Why or how it had 
all come about she did not know. She 
dreaded the evening. It would be an- 
nounced then, and somebody would say, 
"Why, really, now, I am surprised. I 
always thought he liked Miss Gore 1" 

She shrunk from public pity as from 
an abhorred thing. She was so young, so 
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ignorant of the world's ways ; what could 
she do to avoid it ? She must show that 
she had never loved Caryl, that a dozen 
men as good as he, could admire and flirt 
with her. He should not see that he had 
grieved her, and, ohl how she hoped he 
would be happy I She had been presuming 
in fancying he could ever really love her. 
No, he was not to blame, only herself, only 
herself, and she must bear it, and no one 
must know it. 

And so ran the current of her thoughts. 
She had no friend to whom she could con- 
fide her sorrows — ^no one in heaven or on 
earth. Woe to those who in the day of 
trial know not the fuU meaning of the name, 
" Our Father in Heaven !" 
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CHAPTER IX. 



REUBEN. 

^^ The hope I dreamed of was a dream, 
Was but a dream ; and now I wake, 
Exceeding comfortless, and worn, and old, 
For a dream*s sake.*' 

TTTHAT sad significance there is in the 
^ * words of Jacob when he speaks of 
his first-bom, Reuben, as excellent in dig- 
nity and power, yet predicts that because 
he is unstable as water, he shall not excel I 
And so it was with our Reuben, Caryl Tre- 
vor. Kind-hearted, brave and gentle, that 
one fault marred all his character, and was 
to be the ruin of his life. 

Had he given Kate all his heart, it might 
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even then have been well with him ; hers 
was a disposition that only kindness, and a 
deep love, could have moulded to higher 
aims and ends than as at present. Had he 
loved Muriel, his career would have been 
a happy one, for the depth and earnestness 
of her character would have supplied the 
great want in his. But it was not so. 
Against his better judgment, he had yielded 
to the fascinations of Kate Kennedy, and 
now he was pledged to her as solemnly as a 
man could be. He did not feel as happy 
as he ought to have felt as he dressed for 
mess (for the ofl&cers were to dine together 
before the dance at the Langleys'). He 
could not define his own feelings. After 
all, he thought, why should he try to do 
so? It was all settled now. Kate must 
love him very dearly. Had she not almost 
hinted that she had thrown over Beau- 
villiers for him ? He only hoped no one 
would joke him about it at mess. It was 
not known yet, and he should put down any 
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attempts at idle jesting on the subject, with 
a strong hand. 

But before he entered the mess-room it 
had been agreed upon that, whatever sus- 
picions were entertained that, " Trevor had 
gone and done for himself," no word should 
pass on the subject. 

Beauvilliers was evidently out of temper. 
Trevor, in the first fervour of his attach- 
ment, might resent even a careless sentence, 
and it was best for the harmony of all that 
the matter should be ignored. 

Colonel St. Barbe bit his long moustache 
as he sat at the head of the table. Sundry 
visions came over him of the fair-haired 
girl-wife, who had so early passed away, 
and whose memory was yet cherished in 
his heart ; and with the memory and the 
vision of the past came the vision of a 
future, of another girl-wife, as pure and 
child-like, as earnest and loving. He was 
old enough to be Muriel's father ; true, but 
not too old for love ! Would it be impos- 
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sible to gain that heart, so pained and 
wounded now ? If he could, why should he 
he not ? Trevor was a fool ; he could not 
appreciate such a girl, but so much the 
better, he had left her to be the prize of 
some one who would value her at her true 
worth, and the gallant chief filled his glass 
as he looked up and said, 

" WeU, gentlemen, we must not linger 
over our wine. One bumper to the health 
of the prettiest lass we shall meet to-night, 
and then let's be ofE. I mention no names ; 
let each one think the toast for himself." 

As he spoke, Trevor's eye met his, and 
the young Captain coloured crimson under 
the calm look of his Colonel. 

" With all my heart. Colonel," he said, 
to hide his confusion. "Tastes differ; 
each man has his own peculiar ideas of 
beauty. I have mine. Here's to her 
health, at least." 

The toast was drunk; no names were 
mentioned, but, had it been so, it would have 
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been found that Muriel Gore was the choice 
of two-thirds of the men there. 

Kate was dining at Mrs. Evans's house. 
She was half exultant, half regretful. There 
was no comparison between Caryl and Lord 
Beaiivilliers, yet she could not but wish 
that she had secured the coronet. Why 
Lord BeauviQiers had so suddenly ceased 
his attentions she could not divine ; but it 
was hopeless. By delaying a decision, she 
would only have lost one and possibly not se- 
cured the other; and besides, Caryl had really 
gained possession of aU the heart that Kate 
had. She would have sacrificed her love 
and her lover for rank and wealth ; but, as 
she was not called upon to do so, she was, 
on the whole, well contented with the lot 
in life which had fallen to her share. 

" I trust that I may at last congratulate 
you, dearest Kate," said Mrs. Evans, as 
they sat in the quiet seclusion of the draw- 
ing-room when the meal was ended. 

"Well, auntie, on the whole, I think 
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you may. Captain Trevor is really very 
passable." 

" Is that all you have to say in praise of 
your afl&anced husband, Kate ?" cried Miss 
Jerome, in horror. " When I was young, 
ladies expressed themselves very differ, 
ently.'' 

"Not too fast, Jerrie. Like a dutiful 
daughter, I must have papa's consent be- 
fore we can positively speak of Caryl Tre- 
vor as my affianced husband. Not that I 
doubt it. He will be glad to dispose of me 
safely ; and there is no objection whatever 
that he can make to Caryl as a son-in-law." 

" I must confess that is true, Kate," in- 
terposed Mrs. Evans. " In a worldly point 
of view, there is none ; and of course I am 
aware, deeply as I regret it, that more 
serious motives are not the guiding ones of 
yourself and your father. You would not 
seek to know if, in joining your fate to that 
of Captain Trevor, you were uniting your- 
self with one of the elect." 
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" I should say decidedly not, auntie ; 
but I should not think of asking, because 
I do not believe there is anyone capable of 
answering such a question, not even Dr. 
O'Rourke. There is no ofl&cial Hst issued 
of the ' children of light.' " 

" There are certain infallible tests, my 
dear " 

" Which I never applied to Captain Tre- 
vor, aunt, and never intend to do. I do 
not believe in any earthly tests applied to 
heavenly things. Who was it said that, 
whenever anyone got safe into heaven, one 
great wonder of theirs would be to see 
who was there, another to see who was not, 
and the greatest of aU to find himself there 
at last ?" 

" Most erroneous doctrine, Kate," began 
Mrs. Evans ; but the entrance of her three 
sons stopped the discourse she was begin- 
ning. She always refrained from discussing 
theology in their presence, being aware 
that her remarks were not received with 
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the deference which she considered due to 
them. 

Charlie came up to E^ate, and congratu- 
lated her on her dress. 

" Just the thing, Kate — ^not too fine, not 
too plain ; a happy mixture of colours, and 
very becoming. You are doing honour to 
the occasion. Well, I am not surprised 
that you have caught him at last." 

"That's a fib, Charlie; you always 
thought he liked Muriel best, and you ex- 
pected Lord Beauvilliers to propose to 
me. 

" So I did till a few days ago ; but then 
I knew it was all up." 

" How did you know that ? It is all 
nonsense. Beauvilliers was never so near 
it as two days back.". 

"A miss is as good as a mile," said 
Charhe, gravely. "Now, tell me, how 
long is it since you knew for certain that 
Caryl liked you better than Muriel ? " 

About three days," answered Kate, 
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frankly; "but I suspected it from the 
first." 

" And he loves you very dearly ?" 

" Very — at least, he says so." 

" And Muriel ? — did he speak of her to 
you?" 

"Ohl yes, certainly, he admires her 
very much — indeed, he is quite fond of 
her ; he says she is so fresh and true and 
unworldly. But I am not at all jealous, 
because he thinks of her only as a child, 
much too young to know what love 



means." 



" Is she ?" said Charlie, slowly ; " I 
doubt that. I think she has learned the 
lesson better than you have, Kate. How- 
ever, it is all over now ; if Trevor could 
not see the woman's heart beneath the 
girl's simple, shy manner, he must be such 
a blockhead (saving your presence, Kate), 
that he could never understand a char- 
acter like hers." 

"You seem to understand it, Charlie. 
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What a pity you do not make love to her 
yourself I" 

" You think so ? I do not agree with 
you. I hate to waste anything, love above 
all." 

Kate laughed, and, as the carriage was 
announced, the party, under the care of 
Miss Jerome, departed for the dance. 

It was Kate's turn to be late to-night, 
and when she entered the Langleys' rooms 
the dancing had already commenced, and 
Muriel was going through a set of quad- 
rilles with Colonel St. Barbe, while Trevor 
was dancing with a daughter of the 
hostess. 

He caught sight of Kate and smiled, 
and, as soon as the dance was ended, came 
towards her and claimed her for the next. 
There was a certain air of proprietorship 
in his manner, which confirmed the rumour 
floating about the room, that Captain 
Trevor was engaged to Miss Kennedy ; and 
Miss Jerome was attacked by half a dozen 
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curious matrons, all desirous of being the 
first to proclaim so important a piece of 
news. 

" Yes, of course it is so — ^no, I mean of 
course it is not," was Miss Jerome's an- 
swer. " That is, it cannot be looked upon 
as an engagement till Mr. Kennedy's an- 
swer has been received." 

" Then he has been written to ?" ques- 
tioned Mrs. Langley. 

" Not by Kate as yet, I am sure," said 
Miss Jerome; "and I really cannot say 
anything about what Captain Trevor has 
done. As her chaperone, I shall feel bound 
to speak to him on the subject in the course 
of the evening." 

" Very right — ^very proper, my dear Miss 
Jerome. There is nothing like setthng 
such an affair at once ; young men are so 
given to change their minds, and reaUy, 
Captain Trevor is a very good match." 

" Of course, my dear Mrs. Langley, or I 
should not have allowed matters to go so 
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far," observed Miss Jerome, with a beauti- 
ful forgetfubiess of Kate's entire despot- 
ism. 

Mrs. Langley murmured her approval of 
such strictly proper sentiments, and moved 
off to receive some fresh guests. She was 
in a very complacent mood ; her virtue in 
yielding to Kate's entreaties to finish the 
picnic with a dance had been its own re- 
ward, for a very eligible young curate, 
with a good living in prospect as soon as 
his apprenticeship was served, had been so 
far led on in the pathway to matrimony by 
the soft influence of champagne, rural 
scenery, and Clara Langley, as actually to 
have requested Mrs. Langley to look 
favourably on his suit, and to give him the 
fair Clara to be his helpmate in the life 
that lay before him, and his companion in 
the snug Rectory in a pleasant • Southern 
county. 

Two engagements in one day! The 
little world of Ropsley assembled at Mrs. 
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Langley's was convulsed to its centre. 
There had been so few eligible men, so 
many unmarried maidens, that white post 
horses had grown old without conveying 
any blushing brides to church, and the 
ringers had forgotten the marriage peal ! 

But now a matrimonial millennium was 
beginning, and if it would only last a few 
months, who could tell but that all the young 
women above eighteen might find part- 
ners for life, and leave a clear stage for the 
younger branches, so rapidly growing up to 
succeed them. 

Yet amidst the general excitement 
and hilarity, there were three who found 
that evening an almost unbearable one. 
Muriel, with her sad heart, veiled by 
reckless gaiety, Charlie, sympathizing in 
her sorrow, and dreading the result to her 
character ; and Herbert, who did not find 
his position improved by Trevor's being out 
of his path. . 

Muriel seemed to prefer dancing and talk- 
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ing with anyone rather than himself, even 
with Lord Beauvilliers, who, failing Kate, 
was inclined to devote himself to Muriel. 
Herbert had but one resource — patience 
and perseverance ; and he did not calculate 
on one strong point in the game that was 
going against him, and that was, Muriel's 
instinctive dislike and distrust of his mother. 
Colonel St. Barbe saw that the girl was 
deeply wounded; his notions of honour 
and gentlemanly conduct were all outraged 
by Caryl's proposal to Kate, for he knew, 
from popular report, that Trevor's atten- 
tions had been such as to warrant Muriel in 
the belief that he loved her, and the colonel 
suspected that words and looks had passed 
that should have been as binding as any 
formal offer of marriage. All his chivalry 
was roused at the bare notion of his young 
favourite being slighted, to say nothing of 
being actually ill-treated and grieved ; and 
his eyes had a gentle look, his voice a lower 
tone as he bent over her, with a deferential 
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air, infinitely soothing to her hurt spirit. 

Poor child ! she was too proud to be sad, 
but there was an unquiet look in her eyes, 
a slight cont3*action of the brow, that told 
the tale to St. Barbe, and insensibly the 
thought crept into the brave soldier's heart, 
" Cannot I console her ; could not a true 
love make up for a false one ?" 

Nothing would have pleased Captain 
Gore better than such a termination to 
affairs ; he suspected what was the matter 
when he saw Caryl's entire devotion to 
Kate and his child's paling cheek, and even 
if Colonel St. Barbe was a few years older, 
his rank, character, and social position 
might well make amends for that. 

It grew late, and at last Caryl claimed 
Muriel for the dance she had half -promised 
him. She rose fij-om her seat and took 
his arm ; she would not tremble as she did 
so, and she looked up into his face with a 
smile. 

"I hear I have to congratulate you. 
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Captain Trevor. I do so very warmly. I 
hope you will make Kate very happy." 

What slighiiy jarring ring was there in 
her voice, that made Caryl look down sud- 
denly into her eyes ? 

" Miss Gore," he said — " Muriel, I told 
you I might have to ask you to forgive me. 
I did ask you to do so this afternoon ; you 
said you had nothing to forgive, but, in 
meroy*s sake, whether you think you have 
or not, say those words to-night." 

Muriel stooped towards him as he placed 
his arm around her waist for the valse. 

" I do forgive you, Caryl," she said ; and 
then no further word was spoken, as they 
whirled off to the gay music — ^no word till 
he led her back to her seat by her father ; 
and from that hour the past was cancelled, 
aU its sweet dreams shut up in the secret 
shrine of her heart, and for the future they 
were but as common acquaintances. Both 
avoided meeting the other in the room or 
in the dance. There was no quarrel, no 



184 ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 

unkiiyiness between them, but they were 
strangers now. 

In after years Muriel looked back upon 
that day as the one which truly changed 
her from girl to woman. With all her after 
sorrows and their acute sting, it was the 
longest, dreariest day of her life. 

She was M yet untrained in sorrow, and 
it was so hard to feel sad and lonely, 
amidst music and flowers and brightness. 
She longed for the cool and the quiet and 
the darkness of her own little room. 

Never, during those weary hours, did 
that true-hearted gentleman, Colonel St. 
Barbe, relax his attentions to Muriel, and 
she gratefuUy accepted them. He was 
decidedly the best man in the room, and 
therefore no neglect by anyone else could 
humiliate her ; he was grave and calm and 
self-controlled, and she had a certain sense 
of shelter and protection as she leaned on 
his strong arm, and looked up into his 
kind, bronzed face. 
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She would just as soon have thought of 
flirting with her father as with him ; but, at 
present, flirting was a word whose full 
meaning was only just beginning to dawn 
upon her, and it was in all simplicity that 
she preferred dancing with him and going 
mto supper with him, because, as she said 
afterwards, " It was so pleasant, he was 
so fatherly." 

The Colonel was too thorough a gentle- 
man to misunderstand her ; he saw that she 
liked his society, and that she turned to 
him as to one whom she could trust. The 
" fatherly " view of affairs had not come 
into his head, and he ventured to hope that 
he might in time win for himself a place 
in her affections — a regard and esteem 
which, if not surrounded by the halo of 
romance that had gUded the thought of 
Ivanhoe the second, might yet have a more 
solid and durable foundation. 

The evening ended at last. Caryl had 
flung himself into the full rushing stream 
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of passionate admiration for Kate; lie had 
quite satisfied Miss Jerome of his honoura- 
ble intentions, and received the provisional 
congratulation of his brother oflBcers with a 
proper amount of gratitude. 

The eligible curate and the second Miss 
Langley were in the seventh heaven of bliss, 
and had passed the time sitting on a re- 
mote ottoman in the drawing-room ; and 
Lord BeauviUiers had danced and drank 
indef atigably, till, what between fatigue and 
wine, he was conveyed back to the barracks 
in charge of a compassionate brother oflBcer. 
Herbert was sullen, and Charlie sad and 
indignant; Willie wisely ignored everything. 
And so the assembled guests departed, 
some to dreams of joy and some to dreams 
of sorrow, and all to awake on a new day, 
bringing with it, as ever, a mingling of 
both. 
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CHAPTER X. 

LOVER OR FATHER ? 

* 

The rose of her cheek may wan and die, 
Her hair^s gold orchis dull and decay ; 
But love has a colour not fused to fly, 
r the fabric that never shall wear away 

Theo. Marzials. 

CAPT. and Mrs, Gore held counsel at 
early dawn ; or rather the captain 
enunciated his sentiments and decrees ; for 
in this family committee, the chairman was 
decidedly opposed to the rights of women. 
In those days female suffrage and lady 
doctors, (query, should we not say doctor- 
esses and voteresses ?) were things unknown, 
and the feather into which the sailor brushed 
up his iron-grey hair would have stood up- 
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right of itself at such a breach of what he 
considered the laws of discipline, as a wo- 
man making a speech about anything, to 
say nothing of moving a "resolution." 
The only resolution he was acquainted with, 
in respect to the female sex, was a resolu- 
tion to have his own way. 

Not that he was a domestic tyrant, as it 
is reported are some of the male supporters 
of the female suffrage question. He con- 
sidered that woman had her own and appro- 
priate sphere, where she should reign 
supreme, and rule her household uncontroll- 
ed by any interference, even so far as to 
keep the joint-stock purse ; and he accepted 
a weekly allowance of eighteenpence, as all 
that was justly due to him for his " minus 
plaisirs.^* 

Simple and straightforward in word and 
thought, with a dash of the freshness of the 
sea about him, as became one who had rid- 
den its waves in triumph by Nelson's side, 
he looked on woman as a kind of household 
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angel, to be petted and adored always, but 
guarded andshielded whenbeyondthe magic 
circle of home ; and his wife as one especially 
belonging to the highest order of celestial 
beings. 

But this was just one of those occasions on 
which he considered that his early experi- 
ences (he had been a " man about town " in 
his younger days), and his knowledge of the 
world derived therefrom, rendered him a 
fit and proper judge of the steps to be 
taken as regarded Muriel. And the first of 
these was, to ask her how far Caryl Trevor 
had given her to understand that he loved 
her. If he found that he had really done 
so, he resolved to speak to him in the 
unmistakable language of scorn and anger. 
The second was to take her away a few 
days sooner than had been originally in- 
tended; and so " cure her," as he called it, of 
" worrying about that rascal." 

The worthy man forgot his ten years' 
courtship, and the many events that might 
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have cured him, and did not. How he pro- 
posed to his future wife the day after he 
met her for the first time, and, undismayed 
by a downright refusal, renewed the offer 
once every year, on Valentine's day, by a let- 
ter in which he always said, " I have not 
changed my mind, but I hope you have." 
This was duly accompanied by one of those 
artistic designs, now superseded by la^e 
paper and artificial flowers, in which a 
church stood on the top of a green hill, a 
yellow path wound up to it like a strip of 
ribbon, and facing the gazer was a sailor 
in a short jacket, and trousers very tight at 
the waist, and very loose at the ankle, 
holding by the hand a lady, " beautiful to 
see," dressed in a purple gown, with a 
scarlet scarf and a huge bonnet, who point- 
ed exultingly to the sacred building, as 
much as to say, " I am ready if you are, oh 
faithful mariner 1" whilst above them hover- 
ed a lightly costumed infant, bearing a 
huge flaming torch. He forgot, also, the 
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two engagements into which his " angel 
Eleanor" entered during these ten years, one 
being dissolved by death, and one by the 
unworthy conduct of the bridegroom elect ; 
both of which unfavourable circumstances 
had not cured, but rather inflamed, his love, 
till at last his pertinacity had its due reward, 
and his Eleanor blessed his constancy with 
her heart and hand. 

All this had passed into the dim back- 
ground of gone-by years, yet still Captain 
Gore imagined that all the world must be 
judged by his own standard of fidelity 
and honesty. 

" My dear," he observed to his " angel 
Eleanor," " I am not going to stand it; my 
girl's heart shall not be broken for a half- 
hearted, worthless feUow like that. Why 
could he not know his own mind ? I be- 
lieve that friend of yours, Mrs. Evans, is at 
the bottom of it all. Why or how I do 
not know, but I'U find out. ' A stern chase 
is a long chase' they say in our service, 
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but we hunted the French to the West 
Indies and ba^k, and we caught them at 
last, as Cape Trafalgar could tell you, if the 
cape could speak." 

" My dear Charles, I do not doubt it, we 
read it aU in history ; but what can you 
do ? If there is a quarrel about this, it 
will only make Muriel conspicuous. She is 
too young for that ; it cannot mend matters, 
and will only injure her." 

" Mrs. Gore, I shall not act unadvisedly, 
I shall steer my course by the best com- 
passes. You will be so kind as to allow me 
to go my own way." 

« Certainly, dear Charles, you understand 
these matters better than I do," was Mrs. 
Gore's diplomatic answer; and she was quite 
ready to pack up for instant departure, or 
otherwise, just as it pleased her ruler. 

When Muriel came down to breakfast, 
there was a certain look upon her face that 
Captain Gore had not seen before; and 
when the repast had been dispatched, Mrs. 
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Gore at once departed for the lower regions, 
that is, the servants' hall, where the old 
cook, who had cooked her mistress's wed- 
ding breakfast, and looked upon herself as 
a necessary part of the establishment, daily 
awaited her orders. 

Muriel was about to follow Aunt Sophia 
from the room, when her father detained 
her. 

" Did you enjoy yourself last night, my 
pet ?" he said kindly. 

" Very much, dear" (Muriel always call- 
ed him so), but she blushed as she said it. 

" Somehow or other I think, lassie, you 
were rather dull. What was Captain 
Trevor about that you only danced once 
with him ?" 

" He was with Kate, of course," (Muriel's 
voice was hard and stem as she spoke). 
" Where should he be ?" 

" Just where he was, lassie, now he is 
engaged to Kate. I find no fault with that ; 
but was there never a time when you 

VOL. I. o 



194 ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 

fancied that you might have stood in 
Kate's shoes P If he ever said anything to 
make you think so, and then went back 
from his word, he shall repent it 1" 

Ah 1 brave old sailor 1 you can carry your 
good ship through storm and tempest, 
you can head the boarders as they surge 
on the foemen's deck, but you cannot read 
the outs and ins of a woman's heart I 

Possible insult and annoyance to Caryl, 
even if he deserved it, roused Muriel at 
once to defend him, and she turned round 
hastily from the window by which she was 
standing, as she said, 

*^ He never said a word to make me 
think so. If I did fancy it, he is not to 
blame; let me alone, dear — I shall be 
better soon, only do not say one word to 
him." 

Captain Gore was puzzled; but what 
reply could he make? Muriel's answer 
had left him disarmed. She had taken all 
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blame upon herself, and let Caryl go scot- 
free. 

"You girls are a mystery," he said* 
" Well, lassie, we are to be off to Brighton 
as soon as possible, and we'll go on to 
Portsmouth. I should like to show you 
the Victory^ and the Common Hard, and 
the Dock-yard, for you'll enjoy that, I 
know; and, if you have been a fool, why, 
you'll just forget it all then." 

" No — not yet, dear," she cried ; " I am 
not ready. Wait a week or two — I will 
not go yet." 

" Will not, Muriel ! Why, what is all 
this about ? You'll go when I wish it — 
just then, and no other time." 

" But you won't wish it, when I tell you 
that I will not have them say that. I ran 
away because I could not see Captain 
Trevor with Kate." 

She called him Captain Trevor to her 
father, but I think she said " Caryl " 

o2 
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when she asked God to bless him in her 
nightly prayers. 

" Who are ' them,' Muriel ?" 

" Everybody, dear. I am not a coward 
— I can bear it ; but don't let them think 
I am." 

The brave old heart roused up at that 
appeal. 

" You shall go when you wish it, lassie ; 
only, don't go about like a love-sick, senti- 
mental girl ; you'll promise me that ? 

** I will, dear. If I fail, take me away." 

She stooped and kissed him, and left 
the room. 

Captain Gore whistled, " There's a dear 
little cherub," and, summoning his wife 
with a call in his stentorian voice, informed 
her that it did not suit him to leave Rops- 
ley just yet, and there was no hurry about 
his new shirts. 

Mrs. Gore simply replied, " Very well, 
dear." 

It was settled thus, and Muriel tried to 
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brace herself up to meet the daily trials 
she must encounter now. 

So the Gores remained, and accepted 
invitations to the numerous banquets 
given in honour o^ Kate Kennedy's en- 
gagement. 

It was all publicly arranged; the let- 
ter had been written ; the answer had 
arrived ; Mr. Kennedy gave his full con- 
sent, but it did not suit him that the 
marriage should take place before Christ- 
mas, when he proposed to pay England a 
flying visit ; and, subject to this condition, 
he had no objections to offer. 

Of course Colonel St. Barbe and his 
officers were partakers in these festivities ; 
indeed, the regiment had proposed a ball 
on the strength of the wonderful news, but 
the Colonel threw cold water on the pro- 
ject. 

" Wait till the wedding, boys," he said. 
" * There's many a slip between the cup and 
the lip,' and they are not married yet." 
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"You do not really think, Colonel," 
said an impetuous boy-ensign, "that Trevor 
or Miss Kennedy will change their minds 
now ?" 

" I should be sorry to answer for any- 
thing, Marston. Trevor is a riddle ; and 
as for Miss Kennedy, she is a woman, and 
does not a great author say, * Frailty, thy 

name is woman ?' " 

" The great author writes libels. 
Colonel ; men are just as bad." 

"Probably, mon garqon. Indeed, I 
could adduce many instances of it; but, 
^noblesse obligey we must stand by our 
order. Remember, Geordie, you'll be a 
man yourself very soon." 

The laugh went against the boy, but he 
joined in it himself; and the subject of the 
ball was dropped by consent of all parties. 

Muriel saw nothing of Caryl now, except 
in Kate's company. His morning walks 
must have led him inland, for the sea- 
beach knew him no more. In vain Muriel 
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strained her eyes over the long extent of 
shore, half dreading, half hoping to see 
the familiar form coming along, Caryl 
never came ; but, when the sun was down, 
and the shore deserted in the Summer 
twilight, he was there, and Kate was with 
him. 

Day by day the strange fascination she 
had for him increased ; his soul was wrapt 
up in hers, and Muriel was forgotten. 
Forgotten I — ^no, not quite, had he searched 
in the inmost recesses of his heart of 
hearts. There lingered a memory of 
morning sunlight and a bright young 
smile — cold and changed now; but he 
tried to forget it, there was only pain in the 
memory, and he believed that he had suc- 
ceeded. 

The girl kept her promise; she did 
not shut herself up — she took her daily 
walk, she went amongst her friends, and 
no one guessed that she had a heavy pain 
at her heart.. Not even to Charlie did she 
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speak of the past ; she only said, one d^y, 

"I know that a wrong has been done 
me ; I suspect who has done it. Tell Her- 
bert I do not wish to dance with him, or go 
down to dinner with him— not just yet, at 
least. I may not mind it so much by-and- 
by." 

It could have done no good now to tell 
anyone of Mrs. Evans's compUoity in Her- 
bert*s plot, Charlie thought. After all, had 
it not been for Trevor*s indecision and 
Beauvilliers's stupid conceit, it would not 
have answered. It was such a silly, trans- 
parent plan; except with characters like 
those two, it must have failed. 

He reasoned like a boy. True, the plot 
was siUy and transparent, but it was suc- 
cessful, and life is influenced by many a 
thing as light and brainless as this. It 
is trifles, not great events, that make up 
the sum of life. 

But, if the regiment gave no ball, the 
rest of the Ropsley world fully made up 
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for the deficiency. Dinner after dinner, 
and soiree after soiree, succeeded each 
other ; though Colonel St. Barbe satisfied 
his conscience by not feting an event which 
had been productive of so much pain to 
his favourite Muriel. He was not an 
intensely musical man, but he sat by her 
side and listened in patience to the efforts 
of amateur singers and players, with a quiet 
wonder why they did it, and if they ima- 
gined that anyone could receive pleasure 
therefrom; but he bent his stately head 
and said, " Thank you very much," with 
unfailing courtesy, as each performer re- 
turned to his or her seat. 

On one occasion, however, he really en- 
joyed a long " Air with variations on the 
piano," for the preface to the commence- 
ment of the sonata drew from Muriel the 
first ringing laugh he had heard for many 
a day, and its continuance afforded her un- 
bounded and mischievous delight. The 
lady was a stranger, visiting the Langleys. 
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She had the highest opinion of her own 
powers, and when she was led to the in- 
strument, gave herself a series of airs and 
graces, which were more absurd than im- 
pressive. Geordie Marston was the cavalier 
in charge of the musical genius, and was 
oppressed by a consciousness of his own 
unworthiness, and considerably flurried 
thereby. He deposited the fair lady on 
the music-stool, and stood by in humble 
attendance. 

She seated herself, shook out her hair, 
which was floating in " amaranthine curls,** 
took off her bracelets and struck a few 
chords, then turned despairingly to Geordie, 
saying, in a stage whisper, " Too low." 
Young Marston glared wildly round him 
for something to raise her seat, but nothing 
presented itself except a song carefully 
sewed up in a brown paper cover ; he 
seized it, doubled it in two, and gracefully 
placed it on the stool. The lady re-seated 
herself, but the effect was not percepti- 
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ble, and, amid a burst of irrepressible 
laughter, the unlucky Ensign was pushed 
aside and a chair was substituted. Then, 
indeed, was " music made manifest." The 
genius flung herself on the bass, hopped 
lightly on the treble, and the tortured air 
came up here and there like drift from a 
wreck. The one aim and object of the 
sonata seemed to be a trial of how fast fin- 
gers could go — ^how powerful muscles could 
be, and how much harmony could be dis- 
guised in a series of thundering chords 
and rapid runs. 

It ended at last with a bang, resembling 
the sharp report of a cannon, and the lady, 
smiling on the astonished audience, re- 
placed her bracelets, drew on her gloves, 
and was led downstairs to refreshments, 
which indeed she needed. 

" What do you think of that, Miss Gore ?" 
said Colonel St. Barbe. 

" I like * a tune', as the old people say," 
she answered; "it seems to me that a 
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properly ingenious steam-engine would do 
all that, and a great deal more, and not be 
so tired and hot as that lady." 

" There I quite agree with you ; it is 
mechanism, not music ; there is no room for 
feeling or expression. There is something 
more than mere changes from loud to soft. 
No one could feel a succession of chords. 
I am quite sure ' variations' are a mistake, 
a few simple notes woven into one harmo- 
nious whole are far more pleasing. Ah, 
Miss Gore, you do not know the effect of 
an English air, old and familiar, even if 
common and hackneyed, when heard unex- 
pectedly in a foreign land. I have seen 
strong men melted to tears by it, for it 
brought back home and friends. No 
variations would have that effect, even if 
played with all the power of a steam- 
engine." 

Mrs. Evans was present at this soiree ; 
there was to be no dancing, no limited or 
unlimited loo, only unlimited scandal in 
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corners ; it was therefore a style of amuse- 
ment eminently adapted to one of the 
elect ; and with, the charitable view of dis- 
paraging Muriel in Colonel St. Barbe's eyes, 
(for Herbert was growing jealous of that 
officer's attentions), she now advanced 
towards the girl, saying in bland tones, 

" It is such a pity, dear Muriel, you do 
not play or sing ; it is such an attraction." 

" I do not want to attract, Mrs. Evans ; 
and I love music too well to murder it as 
some people do." 

It was hardly a courteous answer, but 
MrSr Evans's character was so utterly un- 
sympathetic to that of Muriel, that she al- 
ways showed to the worst advantage in that 
lady's society. The Colonel saw and en- 
joyed this — ^it was another point in common 
between Muriel and himself ; and he now 
came to the rescue by observing, 

" Yes, indeed, Mrs. Evans, music is at a 
very low ebb in Ropsley ; I don't wonder 
Miss Gore reserves herself for something 
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better. Why, even the choir in the great 
church is disgraceful." 

" I hope, Colonel St. Barbe," said Mrs. 
Evans, "you are not one of that new 
school now rising up to contaminate the 
purity of our Protestant faitK, and whose 
worldly style of church music is only 
worthy of a Popish place of worship." 

" I never found I prayed less earnestly, 
Mrs. Evans, for singing a lively hymn in 
between whiles. I hope. Miss Gore, that 
you will some day hear these new hymn 
tunes — * Ancient and Modern,* I think they 
call them. I flatter myself I know your 
taste well enough to predict that you will 
thoroughly enjoy them." 

What reply Mrs. Evans would have made 
to this daring assertion cannot bei known, 
for the host, at this instant coining up, 
offered his arm to take Mrs. Evans to re- 
freshments ; and the Colonel followed with 
Muriel, who gave him a grateful look 
for the diversion he had effected in her 
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favour. It must be confessed that when 
he led her to the carriage, at the con- 
clusion of the evening, Muriel bestowed 
upon him such a smile that he carried 
away the memory of it, to cheer his barrack 
room. And Captain and Mrs. Gore said to 
each other when they had bidden their child 
good-night, 

" All goes well ; she looks bright and gay 
again. Colonel St. Barbe will soon cure her 
of her fancy for young Trevor !" 
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CHAPTER XI. 



THE colonel's WOOING. 



And yearned with love unsatisfied 
To frame in colour that lovely face, 
And its phantom, ever by his side, 
Looked up to him with an aery grace. 

E. W. GossE. 

fTIHAT smile haunted Colonel St. Barbe 
-*- by day and night for the rest of the 
week. He was a stern and self -controlled 
man, and he took counsel with himself and 
no one else. Should he ask Muriel Gore 
to be his wife ? True, he was forty years 
of age, and she eighteen ; but, after all, he 
was in the prime of life, with a constitution 
unworn by excess or dissipation, a heart that 
was as yet fresh j for he had loved once, 
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honourably and truly, and the happiness 
which had lasted so few brief months had 
not incapacitated him from loving again. 

He had but little knowledge of women, 
and he could see that Muriel looked on him 
as a dear, kind, safe elderiy friend. His re- 
nown as a soldier, his stately height, the 
esteem in which he was held by his officers, 
the respect which his men shewed towards 
him— aU contributed to this feeling. 

She would just as soon have thought of 
a king coming. down from his throne to 
woo her as of Colonel St. Barbe making 
love to her. Had she known him before 
she met Trevor, it is possible that he might 
have become her ideal ; but it was not fated 
to be so, and every early vision of a hero 
worthy of a life's devotion had been rea- 
lised in Caryl, and in him alone. But all 
this St. Barbe did not know, and whilst 
waiting to summon up courage to put the 
important question, he continued to pay 
Muriel such attentions as left the Ropsley 

VOL. L p 
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world in no doubt as to what his intentions 
were. Trevor was of course the last to hear 
of it, and then it was Herbert who enlight- 
ened him. 

Caryl and Kate were paying a morning 
visit to Mrs. Evans, when her son came 
in, not in the most amiable of moods. 

" How long is your regiment going to 
stay here, Trevor ?" he began. 

"We have not been here six months 
yet," answered Caryl, laughing. " Usually 
the time is a year. I do not think we 
shall move till next Spring. Are you an- 
xious to get rid of us personally, or is Rops- 
ley tired of us ?" 

" Eopsley is not tired of you, that I know 
of ; but really I myself should not be sorry 
to see you all off." 

" Polite and complimentary," said Kate. 
" Caryl, this is not meant for you. Some- 
thing or some one has ruffled our amiable 
Herbert." 

"Indeed, Captain Trevor," broke in 
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Mrs. Evans's mild voice, " I am quite 
sure dear Herbert is thinkiiig of some one 
who has annoyed him ; is it not so, my dear 
son ?" 

" No one has annoyed me, but if Muriel 
Gore goes on flirting as she is doing now, 
with every idle officer who has no better 
amusement than to dance after her, she'll 
come to no good." 

A deep flush came over Trevor's face. 

" You are unjust, Evans. Miss Gore is 
no flirt," 

" Oh, of course you defend her !" cried 
Kate. " Now I agree with Herbert. Mu- 
riel is flirting atrociously. I shall tell her 
of it," 

" I think you had better not, Kate ; it is 
no business of yours. If you see me flirting, 
you can tell me of it. Will not that do ?" 

" Not at all, Captain Trevor ; no thanks 
to her that you are not flirting with her. 
as you used to do ; and now she is trying 
to catch the Colonel." 

p2 
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Caryl started. 

" Colonel St. Barbe ! Impossible ! He^s 
old enoTigli to be her father !" 

"Not impossible," sneered Herbert. 
" Muriel flies at higher game now. It is 
the Colonel ; he is always about with her, 
and she smiles most graciously upon him." 

I do not believe that any man or woman 
ever could listen with perfect indifference 
to the statement that they were replaced in 
some heart where once they had reigned 
supreme ; and Caryl was no exception to the 
rule. He twisted his moustache and re- 
lapsed into silence. He was perfectly con- 
tented with Kate — desperately in love with 
her at last ; but he did not think that Muriel 
would have forgotten him quite so soon. 

Shortly after they took their leave, and 
Herbert remained alone with his mother. 

" I could have foretold this, my dear 
boy," she began. " Muriel Gore, once 
launched on the world, will drink her fill of 
its cup of pernicious pleasure before she 
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discovers where true joys are only to be 
found, in the peace of religion and the 
quiet of home life." 

^J Bah !" said Herbert, very irreverently, 
it must be owned. " I like Muriel just as she 
is, and, had it not been for this invasion of 
those soldier fellows, I should, by this 
time, have been her accepted lover." 

"I doubt it, Herbert. You see that, 
even in the rebound, her heart has not turned 
to you. I know it is useless to speak to you 
on this subject — to point out the hopeless- 
ness of your attachment. I have done, 
and I will do, aU I can to aid you, but I 
wish it could be oth^^ise." 

" Mother, it is useless. From boyhood I 
have loved that girl. The love may turn 
to hate, but, in love or hate, Muriel Gore 
will always be all the world to me." 

Mrs. Evans sighed and opened a devo* 
tional work — a. sign that she wished the 
interview to end ; and Herbert went down 
to the office, where he carried on the busi- 
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ness in a frame of mind wldcli rendered 
the lives of his subordinates a burden to 
them. 

Meantime, our Colonel had resolved to 
put his fate to the touch, and " win or lose 
it all." How to do it, was the next ques- 
tion. Should he call upon Captain Gore, 
or speak first to Muriel ? Should he pre- 
sent himself in the humility of mufti, or in 
his very becoming undress uniform, with 
the honours he had so nobly won on his 
breast ? 

" I will speak to the Captain first," he 
thought. " Then, if he thinks that my 
proposal would pain Muriel, she need never 
know of it. I will go in my uniform, as 
an officer to an officer, and, whatever may 
be the result, I shall be content. If she 
can love me, I will thank God for so rich a 
gift; if not, I can be her friend, and my life 
will not be more lonely than it is now, but 
the richer for having known one so fresh 
and pure and true/' 
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So he dressed himself in his blue coat 
and his crimson sash, and his orders on his 
breast — as perfect a picture of an English 
gentleman and soldier as the eye could 
wish to rest upon, and went on his way to 
the house of Captain Gore. 

The interview was so far satisfactory 
that, though Captain Gore would not pledge 
himself to the fact that Muriel had express- 
ed any decided preference for the Colonel, 
and, indeed, stated his opinion candidly 
that women were " kittle cattle, and diffi- 
cult to deal with," yet he gave his friend 
reason to believe that his cause was not 
hopeless. 

Captain Gore entertained the highest 
opinion of Colonel St. Barbe ; he could not 
imagine " any young woman being such a 
fool as not to jump at such an offer 1 A 
field-officer and a C.B., and a thorough 
gentleman into the bargain 1" No man- of 
his acquaintance would have been so wel- 
come to Captain Gore as his son-in-law. 
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Mrs. Gore was called into counsel, and in- 
formed of the honour which the Colonel 
intended conferring upon the family. 
Now that lady had her own private ideas 
upon the subject. She did not believe that 
Muriel could so soon forget Caryl, and she 
thought the Colonel a trifle old for so 
young a girl ; but, finding that she should 
be in the minority if she hinted at any 
objections, she wisely kept silence on the 
point, and graciously added her consent to 
her husband's, if Colonel St. Barbe could 
secure MurieFs. 

" I may see her and plead my own cause, 
Mrs. Gore ?" 

" Certainly," interposed the Captain ; 
" that is only fair and above-board. TeU 
Muriel to go into the library, mamma, and 
then the Colonel can speak to her. He has 
my good wishes, anyhow." 

Mrs. Gore departed on her errand, and 
the Colonel addressed Captain Gore : 

" Whatever is the result, Captain, it will 
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make no difEerence in our friendship. I 
am not a romantic love-siok boy to resent 
a lady's ' No.' " 

" If she says no, she's a fool !' quoth 
the Captain; "but there's no accounting 
for women." 

Meantime Mrs. Gore had foimd her 
daughter in the seclusion of her own little 
study. Muriel was devoting herself to hard 
study, and was busy at this moment in 
translating Schiller. She looked up as her 
mother entered, and her inky fingers and 
ruffled hair filled that matron's soul with 
dismay. 

" My dear ! how untidy you are ; do go 
and put yourself neat." 

" Why should I, mamma ? I shall be just 
as bad in half an hour. I always get my 
hair aU rough, and my hands over ink, when 
I study." 

" Well, my dear," Mrs. Gk)re hesitated, 
" because Colonel St. Barbe is here, and 
wants to speak to you." 
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" He's an old darling 1*' said Muriel calxn- 
. ly. " I have no doubt lie has brought me the 
German book he promised me. Wait a mo- 
ment and I will actually wash my hands and 
brush my hair. I would not do it for every- 
body, let me tell you." 

As she spoke a cloud flitted over her 
face. There would have been no need 
to amend her toilette, in the days when 
Caryl might come in at any moment to call. 
Could it be true ? — was it all over for ever? 

Mrs. Gore read her unspoken thought, 
and pitied the Colonel ; but she resolved 
upon one more attempt. 

"Muriel, dear, I do think Colonel St. 
Barbe is very fond of you." 

" I am sure he is," replied Muriel, twist- 
ing up a refractory braid (chignons were 
unknown then). 

**Do you not consider it a very high 
compliment, my dear, for a man of his po- 
sition and character to take so much notice 
of you ?" 
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" Of course it is, and that is why I like it," 

*^ And he really is not so very old, after 
all/' 

" Oh, dear no ! a long way off seventy, I 
should say." 

" Seventy ! my dear, hardly forty I" 

" Well, it is all the same, he would be 
just as nice if he were seventy." 

Mrs, Gore hardly thought this looked 
favourable to the ColoneFs interests, so she 
planted a battery elsewhere, and began : 

" Any young woman could be happy 
with that man." 

" Of course she could," was the answer. 
" Where on earth is the soap gone to ?" 

" There's a dear child. Of course you 
could ; I may tell dear papa so ?" 

" It's my decided opinion," said Muriel, 
giving a final brush at her hair, " that any- 
body could ; I don't say myself in particu* 
lar, but he is a very great darling, and very 
kind to me, tiat I will say." 

This was not exactly satisfactory, and 
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with a final injunction to Muriel to go down 
to the library as quickly as possible, Mrs. 
Gore descended, somewhat bewildered as 
to what she could tell Colonel St. Barbe of 
the interview. 

" What did the girl say ?" was Captain 
Oore's impatient question. 

"Nothing decided, my dear. I really 
think the Colonel had better speak for him- 
self. Will you go into the library. Colonel 
St. Barbe ; Muriel will join you directly." 

The Colonel bowed ; his heart had beat 
less fast when the Sikh horsemen charged 
his square, and fell back in wild disarray; and 
he walked to the library with such a mist 
over his eyes that, had the way been a very 
intricate one, he would never have found it. 
Muriel was not there, however, and he had 
time to recover himself, and await her, in 
tolerable composure. 

She entered the room at last, fresh and 
girl-like as ever, simple in dress and man- 
ner, and smiling cheerfully on the Colonel. 
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His heart throbbed again like a steam- 
engine as he took her offered hand-. 

^* Has your mother been telling you, what 
I have been telling her, how very dearly 
I love you ?" 

She looked up, not realizing the mean- 
ing of the words. On Caryrs lips, in Oiryl's 
voice, they would have gone home Eke an 
arrow to her very heart. 

" Thank you," she said. " I know you 
have always been so kind to me. I do like 
you, so very much." 

The next moment she felt the Colonel's 
arm flung round her waist as, in the irresisti- 
ble instinct of the moment, he drew her to- 
wards him. 

" You do love me, then ? — you do not think 
me too old ? You will be my own darling 
little wife, and no shade of sorrow shall 
ever rest on that dear face, if I can ward 
it off." 

Muriel sprang from him like a scared 
bird. 
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" Your wife I I had never thought of 
that I I do not love you in that way. 
Oh I forgive me if I said anything to make 
you think so. I must have been very 
wrong, but I don't know exactly how." 

" Then I am mistaken," said St. Barbe, 
sadly. " I am very grieved, dear, but do not 
blame yourself — ^you have done nothing 
wrong. I only am in fault. I should not 
have been so conceited as to fancy that I 
could win your love. Would to God I 
could I" 

And the Colonel's voice faltered, yet he 
tried to hide his emotion from Muriel, lest 
it should vex her. 

She saw it, though, and, in her sorrow at 
his suffering, she tried to console him. She 
took his hand, and held it in her own trem- 
bling one. 

" I am so sorry. I wish I could. You 
would not care for half a heart. I can 
give you all as a friend ; only a little bit, if 
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I were to marry you. You deserve some- 
thing better than that." 

" I almost think, Muriel, I could be con- 
tent to begin with that little bit. I believe 
that a deep love, such as I feel for you, 
would in time gain its reward." 

" No, Colonel, I do not think so. I am 
sure that I must lov6 all at once, or not at 
aU." 

" Well then, dear, I must accept my 
sentence. I will not worry you with en- 
treaties or laments. You are too young 
for sorrow ; but one thing you can do — ^you 
can give me your trust, you can look on 
me as a loyal friend. I would have been 
one to you of late, but I knew not how to 
help you ; it was too late when I began to 
see what might have been done. I will not 
speak more about it, but I do ask you to 
trust me, if ever, now or in future years, 
I can help you, as you would a brother or a 
father," he added, with a kind smile ; and 
' then, stooping towards Muriel, he kissed 
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her on the forehead, with all the quiet re- 
verence of manner that gave to it an im- 
port no one could resent, and left the 
room. 

Muriel stood just where he had left her. 
It seemed like treason to her early dreams, 
to think it possible to care for another man 
so soon, or indeed ever ; and yet Colonel 
St. Barbe was not a man whose love could 
be lightly flung away. Her life might 
have been a far different one had she (as 
many girls would have done), consented to 
akx^ept his proffered hand, in consideration of 
his high character and position, his wealth, 
and her own wounded pride and sore heart. 
Muriel could not do this. Love with her 
was a sacred thing. As yet she knew no- 
thing of its passion and its agony. She was 
saddened and lonely and distrustful ; her 
ideal had crumbled- into dust, and left her 
desolate — ^but of revenge and pride she was 
ignorant. She had much to learn, but she 
was only unlearning now. The world of 
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dreams in which she had lived was chang- 
ing into a world of reality — ^very poor and 
worthless in comparison with that of her 
own creating. The opening chords of her 
life were all harsh and out of tune, and it 
would take years of trial to bring forth 
from themthe one sweet, perfect song every 
woman's life should be. She went back to 
Schiller, but her thoughts wandered. Why 
had not Caryl said this to her? Why should 
Kate have aU the sunshine, herself have 
aU the shade ? She could not turn to Mrs. 
Evans's " sources of consolation," or what 
that saint-like lady spoke of as such. 

No impulsive young heart ever felt yet 
that the joys of heaven were worth the joys 
of earth. Those earthly joys must grow 
pale and dim before the indefinite and dis- 
tant ones of the world to come shine bright 
and clear. 

Boys and girls have died in the odour of 
sanctity, and been " made into tracts," 
but they were forced and unnatural plants. 

VOL. I. Q 
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They had never known what love was ; if 
they had, they would probably have lived 
longer, and been more ignorant of texts 
and hymns. 

Is there one man or woman who, look- 
ing into their past, and remembering what 
they felt in the golden age of their youth, 
dare say that such texts and mottos as, 
" No Cross, no Crown," " We have no abid- 
ing city here," " There the wicked cease 
from troubling, and the weary are at rest," 
and various other stereotyped forms, used 
on all occasions when some trial befalls any 
unfortunate person who has evangelical 
acquaintances, ever did or could comfort 
them ? 

We see sad young fax^es now-a-days 
under the poke-bonnets of Anglican sisters 
of mercy. We think how strange it is 
that hearts so young should be aU given to 
Heaven. I remarked this once to a Supe- 
rior in charge of many sisters, and her 
answer was, with a heavy sigh : 
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"Do we know what dark tales are 
hidden under those black robes ? No age 
is exempt from sorrow." 

But, in the flush of youth, even sorrow 
is bearable. Hope's pinions are not 
wearied with long and painful flight; 
unconsciously we look forward to a future 
that shall make amends for the past ; and, 
not till this trust in ourselves and our fate 
is utterly crushed, do we really and honest- 
ly find in things spiritual amends for the 
failure of things temporal. If we do not 
live a life of shams, we shall all admit this ; 
and Muriel was no sham, either in thought 
or act. Besides, she would have consider- 
ed it mean to turn to Heaven in her grief, 
when she had forgotten it in her joy. She 
once read of a man who ran through the 
streets of London, when the plague was 
raging, with a cup of water in one hand, 
and a lighted torch in the other, saying, " I 
will quench the flames of Hell with this 

q2 
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water, and bum up Heaven with this fire, 
that man may love his God for Himself 
alone ;" and she entered into the feeling of 
unbought, unbribed love. She had to 
learn what the words " love and faith " 
mean, but she had the germ of both in her 
heart ; one was blooming into rapid deve- 
lopment, and the other would soon follow. 

The Colonel bore his disappointment as 
a brave man should. He begged Captain 
and Mrs. Gore not to name the subject to 
Muriel, and, however grieved they might 
be, they had no choice in the matter. 

So passed this phase of Muriel's life, 
with its two first experiences. She had 
loved, and she had been loved, and, to her, 
there had been a sting in both. Was the 
future to make up for the past ? Muriel 
thought it could not do so, whatever it might 
bring ; and she resolved to find happiness 
in study — in amusement — in anything 
where heart was not required. 

We shall see how she succeeded. Hearts 
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are very troublesome possessions, and 
will assert their claim to be heard at most 
inconvenient seasons. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

FAREWELL. 

The face which duly as the Bim 
Bose up for me, with life begun, 
To mark all bright hours of the daj 
With hourly loye, is dimmed awa j, 
And yet my days go on, go on ! 

£. B. Brownino. 

CAPTAIN GORfe'S irritation at Muri- 
el's refusal of the Colonel's proposal 
was the more intense from its being sub- 
dued; but he was more reasonable than 
fathers in general, and attributed all 
the fault to Caryl's idle flirtation, as he 
called it. He saw that his daughter could 
not forget it, and he longed to discharge 
hifi wrath on the head of the offender, but 
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he could find no tangible reason for doing 
so. 

This "stern chase" was too long and 
diflScult a one even for Nelson's favourite 
middy, and his only resource was taking 
Muriel from the scene of her first sorrow. 
He announced his intention of leaving Rops- 
ley for Brighton within a week's time, and 
of going on from thence to Portsmouth. 
Prom this decision there was no appeal. 
Did Muriel wish to linger? She hardly 
knew. It was very hard to meet Caryl as 
a mere acquaintance.' True, he had never 
actually spoken the words that bind hearts 
and lives together. She had no legal right 
to resent his conduct, but she had the 
indefi.nite feeling that every honest mind 
would have in such a case, that looks and 
acts are as binding as words, and that a 
great wrong had been done her ; and yet to 
leave Ropsley was very hard. 

There was a rumour of Caryl's intention 
to exchange into another regiment, and, 
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possibly, she might never see him again ; 
for Kate had announced her intention of 
being married in proper style, from St. 
George's, Hanover Square, and not beiiig 
stared at by the boatmen and shrimp- 
women of Ropsley-by-the-Sea. 

Well, if it was so, perhaps it was for the 
best. She could not forget, she knew, but 
she was too sensible to pine in solitude, 
and quite willing to believe that the world 
yet contained scenes of amusement. She 
felt that her father had been kind and con- 
siderate. Though bitterly disappointed, he 
kept his promise to Colonel St. Barbe, and 
said no word to her. There is an unhappy 
want of a happy medium in fathers general- 
ly, but Captain Gore was an exception to 
this rule. He was accustomed to com- 
mand, and expected obedience ; but then he 
was equally accustomed to issue only 
reasonable commands — not capricious and 
uncertain, but governed by a code of laws 
compiled for the well-being and safety of 
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all who sailed under the royal flag. And this 

* very habit of being moderate in command, 

even if imperious in looking for instant com- 

pUance, rendered him just in aU he ordered. 

He used to teU a story of unhesitating 
obedience that perhaps saved many lives. 
He was then young, and a lieutenant on 
board a frigate commanded by a very dear 
friend, some years his senior. Fire broke 
out on board. All efforts to subdue it 
seemed vain. It neared the magazine. The 
bravest turned pale, the most perfect dis- 
cipline failed. Alone on the wide, wide 
ocean, and no help, no hope ! Despair 
seized many of the crew, and they threat- 
ened to break open the spirit stores. They 
relaxed their attempt to fight back the 
flames, and gave themselves up as lost. 
The Captain stood on the quarter-deck, his 
telescope in his hand. Suddenly he turned 
to Mr. Gore. 

" Charlie, go up aloft and look out, there 
is a sail in the distance." 
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Mr. Gore obeyed, but he looked in vain, 
and he sadly descended to the deck. 

"No sail in sight," he said in a low 
voice. 

"Do you hear me, Charlie," answered 
the Captain, in a hurried voice. " There 
is a sail in sight, bearing down rapidly 
upon us. Eeport it so," and then added 
aloud. " Take my glass, Mr. Gore ; I told 
you the other day yours wanted clean- 
mg. 

Gore ran up the shrouds again and look- 
ed steadily around. 

" A sail ! a sail 1" he cried, " and bearing 
down upon us !" 

" Half an hour more, men, and we are 
saved !" shouted the Captain, and the crew 
rushed back to their posts. The fire was got 
under just as it was reaching the magazine, 
and the poor fellows breathed again. 

Six hours later a sail did come in sight, 
and bore down to them, but the danger 
was over. Mr. Gore retained ever after the 
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reputation of being the "longest-sighted 
lieutenant in Her Majesty's Navy." Had 
Mr. Gore disobeyed, not one soul on board 
would have lived to tell the tale. Unre- 
mitting labour, unbroken order, were the 
only chances left them, and hope the only 
means to keep them up. 

But here was a reason for obedience, and 
this was the early training that had made 
Captain Gore so just and kind that his 
orders were not disputed, and yet he was 
no tyrant. Too many fathers have never 
been trained to obey, and therefore know 
not how to command. Because they say a 
thing, it has to be done ; and they quote the 
fifth commandment, as a sanction for any 
injustice or absurdity. They forget that 
their sons and daughters are men and 
women, with aims, and objects, and cares 
of their own, and treat them as school- 
children. Any remonstrance is stigmatised 
as " an attempt at dictation." They are to 
choose their friends solely by the parental 
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standard. They are to adopt the precise 
faith of their parents, and believe neither 
more nor less. For them the world is to 
stand still, and they are to walk on the 
beaten track, worn so very bare by the feet 
of their elders, and never, never try a path 
of their own. 

And of all domestic tyrants, country rec- 
tors and squires are the worst. Men in towns 
have to get out of their own groove, and ac- 
cept circumstances as they find them ; but 
the dear old-fashioned rectors and squires, 
growingfatand sleek in fair green pasturages 
and ancient halls, ruling despotically over 
school-children, old women, and labourers, 
and finding no scope for their powers of 
command, exert them over their offspring ! 
Woe to the children then I — They go out in- 
to the world too often, to look back on home 
as a scene of perpetual "nagging," — ^there is 
no other word for it ; the bonds of love are 
loosened, and the obedience yielded from 
compulsion in childhood, bears the bitter 
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fruit of contempt for injustice in later 
years. 

Fathers and mothers, be forbearing with 
your children at home; be sympathizing 
with them abroad. Take to heart the 
Apostle's advice, " Provoke them not to 
wrath," and see how, as the years roll on, 
each brings with it change to you and 
them. They go forward ; you stand still. 
New ideas come up, new modes of thought 
and speech and action. They seem strange 
and odd to you — ^you are not trained in 
their novel ways, your children are. Be 
patient and believe ; trust their intelligence, 
their truthfulness, their love, and you will 
win an " honour " from them that not ten 
commandments fused in one could compel. 

But Muriel did honour her father — she 
was fond of him, and proud of him. He 
did-not profess to understand her, but he 
believed in her, and he idolized her, and 
she never doubted or distrusted any order 
he gave. She might be sorry to leave 
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Ropsley, but he had once delayed the de- 
parture to save her pride, and now there 
was no reason for delay, and she prepared 
to go from the place where she had been so 
happy and so sad. Yes, her girl-life was 
nearly over — ^her first bitter cup of sorrow 
had been tasted. . She had, like Thecla, 
" lived and loved." Yet it was not the loss 
of love so much as the loss of trust that 
was aging Muriel Gore. 

This is the worst, saddest lesson of all 
that we have to learn as years roll on — ^that 
our truth can be met with falsehood,^our 
earnestness with half-heartedness ; and it 
was just the lesson Muriel never did learn 
thoroughly. In after-life she was always 
as real as in girlhood. She thought deeply, 
and she spoke out her thoughts ; she be- 
lieved implicitly in all who were kind to her, 
up to a certain point. Could she escape 
sorrow ? No, certainly not. 

There were a few farewells to be said ; 
Muriel was not sorry to receive an in- 
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vitation to a large musical party at Mrs. 
Evans's, where they could all come off at 
once, and she nerved herself to meet Caryl 
for the last time. 

Herbert seemed resolved to wait the 
turn of events, and was not obtrusive, as 
usual, in his attentions ; consequently Mu- 
riel was more gracious in her manner to 
him, and Charlie, as usual, kept faithful 
watch and ward. 

It was late in the evening, and Kate was 
singing a bravura song, surrounded by her 
admirers, when Caryl, seeing Muriel seat- 
ed alone by a table, turning over some 
books, came and took a place beside her. 

**You are leaving us, I am told. Miss 
Gore ?" 

" Yes, Captain Trevor — ^in a day or two." 

" You will be glad to go ?" 

" I think I shall." 

Caryl paused, and looked intently at her 
— she was pale, and with a set expression 
about the mouth which he had never seen 
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there before. It grieved the young man to 
the heart : he had to stifle his conscience, 
to drown the voice of reproach ever sound- 
ing in his ears. He was too good and honest 
a fellow to be an idle flirt, and not all his 
now passionate love for Kate could quite 
eradicate from his heart the memory of 
Muriel smiling on the sunny sea-beach. 

His eyes grew soft and his voice was 
low as he asked her, 

" Glad to go ? — is it so in truth, Miss 
Gore ? Are all the remembrances of this 
Spring so gloomy that you look forward 
to new scenes ?'' 

" I like change," said Muriel, trembling 
in every limb. 

" Do you ? I should have thought not. 
You are too young. Change will come 
by-and-by, whether you feel it or not : but 
wherever you go, I wish you all happiness 
and enjoyment. 

Muriel had a bouquet of moss-roses in her 
hand, and she nervously plucked at them. 
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"Give me one before you spoil them all," 
said Caiyl^ smiling. 

Muriel silently complied. 

Trevor took it from her hand. 

" I love this rich, sweet scent. It is like 
a full chord in perfect harmony." 

" I prefer the scent of violets," answered 
Muriel, half unconsciously. 

Caryl started ; he knew why she liked 
violets. One moment more, and his self- 
control would have been lost ; but at that 
instant Colonel St. Barbe came up, and 
Trevor left her ; but as he left, her eyes 
followed him, and she saw him place the 
rose-bud in his pocket-book. 

That remembrance went with her in the 
years to come, and half assuaged her pain. 

This was her farewell; no more than this, 
yet too much had been implied, if not 
spoken. These were the trifles " light as 
air " to others, that moulded her life, till 
the ideal became the real — as it must be 
with all of us some day, when we go 
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througli the valley of shadows to the un- 
seen world. It will not be so strange and 
new to the dreamy minds of this earth as 
it will to some of us. We shall look around 
in deep amazement, they will only find the 
embodiment of their visions. They will 
go straight home, we shall have to be train- 
ed for it I But Muriel thought little of the 
future. The past and the present were 
all to her. 

First, what was she to do with this, her 
love for Caryl ? He would be married soon. 
She would have no right to care for him, 
yet she had not the strength to forget, and 
remembrance was love. 

She put the thought of him away in her 
heart of hearts, and she shut and locked it 
up. She began to believe in another life, as 
one who knows that the sweetest song, the 
noblest career, is unfinished here, and, 
above all, the deepest, purest love. 

The words were not written then, but, 
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had they been, Jean Ingelow's lovely verse 
would have expressed her feelings : 

^^ Oh I perfect love, that dureth bng, 
Dear growth, that, shaded by the palms. 
And breathed on by the angel^s song, 
Blooms on in Heaven's eternal calms.*' 

Now MurieFs was not a perfect love — it 
was crude and new, but it was entire and 
whole,it bore the germsof a woman's intense 
and passionate devotion. 

She could not have loved thus had she 
not formed an ideal, and if the realization 
of that ideal was in the flesh but a poor 
and imperfect one, that was the fault of 
the unformed intelligence, not of the young 
soul. 

Yes 1 it was all over now ; she must look 
elsewhere for the great object of life — ^hap- 
piness. 

Longfellow tdlls us that " life was made 
for higher ends than happiness." 
Doubtless it is, for higher ends than 
mere material happiness, for work that 

k2 
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shall make others happy, for deeds that 
shall find reward in the happiness of Hea- 
ven. But still the echo of that one word 
" happiness " runs through all. Material 
happiness here, or a self-denying course 
of labour for our fellow-men, that 
shall bring them and us happiness 
here and hereafter, that is the real burden 
of the song. And to the yoimg, material 
happiness is all in all. 

So Muriel cast about her to see how she 
could be happy; and resolved upon it, first, 
that she must be amused; and secondly, that 
the greatest amusement was being admired. 
She was about to go where probably she 
should find, more fully than ever, that the 
legend related to her in early youth, that 
she was plain and unattractive, was utter- 
ly imreliable. She had an instinctive delight 
in being Hked, and she therefore was sure 
that this would, at all events, afford her a 
certain amount of pleasure. 

Judging all the world by Caryl, she could 
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not imagine that such a liking would ever 
become a feeling so deep as to give pain. 
She believed "the dear old Colonel," as 
she called him, had proposed half because 
he was lonely and wanted a wife, half be- 
cause he thought Caryl had behaved badly 
and she wanted consolation. That was a 
thing apart, and an entirely different affair; 
and besides he was not inconsolable. 

And thus she started on her first expedi- 
tion, beyond an annual visit to London, for 
the benefit of masters, with a calm deter- 
mination to do aU she could to be Hked and 
admired, and in utter ignorance of the pos- 
sible effects on the mind of her future 
adorers. 

The day cam6, and the party started. 
The Colonel was there to see them off, 
and smiled as he told Muriel to come back 

4 

just as she went. 

" Don't pick up the ways of the women 
up there, my dear child," he said. " Just 
remain your own natural, simple self ; and 
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remember if ever you want a brother, you 
have one in John St. Barbe." 

Muriel took his offered hand. 

"I shall always remember that," she 
said ; " and when I come home, I shall tell 
you exactly how good or naughty I have 
been, and you will know whether I am 
changed or not." 

The whistle shrieked, the train rushed 
out of the station, and the Colonel thought 
as he walked back how dreary and deserted 
the town looked, and how dull and dusty. 
But his training in life had been a stem, 
one, and he could find healing for his 
woimd in the active performance of its 
duties ; so he turned into his barrack-room, 
and became immersed in papers relating to 
a pet scheme of his for providing club- 
rooms and rational amusements for soldiers, 
that might keep them from the streets and 
the public-houses. 

There is no consolation for sorrow like 
work for others, because it takes us out of 



ONE LOVE IN A IIPE, 247 

ourselves, and we leave that sorrow behind 
us for the time, longer and longer each 
succeeding day, till its chain upon us is 
loosened, and we go free once more. 

And so the weeks passed on. Reports 
reached Ropsley of Muriers triumphs in 
Brighton, and then of her conquests in 
Portsmouth, where the Captain's daughter . 
carried aU before her. 

Yes, the hour of Muriel's triumph had 
come. She was tl^e belle of every ball, the 
star of every gathering. She drifted down 
the sunny stream of praise and admiration, 
and drank deep draughts of its poisoned 
waters ; and then at night the locked shrine 
in her heart was opened, and in* the darkness 
and the silence she whispered to the image 
nestling there, " Caryl, I should have been 
worth loving, after all." But Caryl had 
gone on leave, and in his country home 
heard nothing of it. Kate took care to 
say nothing of Muriel in her letters. His 
brother officers ignored the subject, and 
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the Colonel himself simply added to the 
private and chatty postscript of a business 
letter, " The Gores are still at Portsmouth, 
and not likely to return as yet." 

In truth Muriel was well "amused," 
according to her own version of that word. 
It was new to her to live in an atmosphere 
of unceasing admiration. Instead of being 
told that she might be thankful for a boy 
partner, to be cautioned not to dance with 
anyone under the rank of a Lieutenant in 
the Navy, or a Captain in the Army, as, if 
she did, she could not dance in the upper 
set to which her rank as a Post-Captain's 
daughter entitled her ; and to find that even 
then her card was filled almost before she 
entered the ball-room, the place at her 
side instantly occupied at flower-show or 
promenade. 

The very report that she was sitting in 
the cool shade of the Beading-room, emptied 
the club rooms and caused a sudden buck- 
ling on of swords in every barrack. The 
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xnanoeuvres of sundry youngsters to get an 
introduction, refused to all except officers 
of rank, was a constant source of laughter ; 
and one point in Muriel's character which 
had never yet been developed, now became 
fully so, and that was a keen sense of the 
ludicrous, as well as her old appreciation of 
the true. 

One scene she thoroughly enjoyed. 
Her father, like most sailors, had a horror 
of stairs ; he did not object to a companion 
ladder, but a staircase was his aversion, 
and if he could have had his way, every 
house in England would have been a one- 
storied one, and this caused him to take the 
lower floor of a splendid house at Southsea, 
and three of the best sleeping-rooms. 

The landlady filled up her house by 
letting the drawing-room to a party of 
young subaltern officers, for whom accom- 
modation could not be found in the over- 
crowded barracks, and who contented them- 

V 

selves with the upper bed-rooms. 
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The one aim and object of this precious 
party, strengthened by the addition of some 
young naval men on. a week's leave of ab- 
sence, was to effect an introduction to the 
dining-rooms. But every advance was 
sternly ignored by Captain Gore, and 
the matter seemed hopeless. One hot Sun- 
day afternoon, however, the dining-room 
was assailed in due form, and surrendered 
at discretion. 

Captain Gore had invested himself in his 
favourite home costume, a white linen 
jacket, and was extended on the sofa, read- 
ing the United Service Gazette. Mrs. Gore 
was dozing over the " Olney Hymns," very 
fashionable Sunday reading at that time, 
and Muriel was writing to her aunts a 
glowing description of the last ball, when 
a heavy fall was heard close by the door, 
and a shout of horror from the top of the 
stairs, that "Fleetwood had fallen down 
them and broken his neck." 
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"That comes of staircases!" quott 
the captain,* as he started up, put on a slip-* 
per which had fallen off, and rushed to the 
door. " I knew they would finish off some- 
body, some day !" And with this oracular 
sentence he opened the door; and sure 
enough there lay a young officer, wriggling 
about as if in pain, and four or five others 
trying to raise him. 

" Bring him in here, boys !" said the 
compassionate senior. 

" Muriel, child, get oilt some wine ; stir 
about, Mrs Gore, and help to lay him on 
the sofa." 

His commands were obeyed, and the in- 
teresting invalid was extended on the sofa, 
and, opening his eyes, looked wildly about 
him. 

" Where am I P What has happened ?" 
he groaned. 

"Here, in the dining-room," answered 
Captain Gore. " Do you feel as if any bones 
were broken?" 
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" No, I think not ; but I feel thoroughly 
shaken." 

" He feels thoroughly shaken ! " cho- 
russed his five brother officers. 

" Where's the wine, Muriel ?" said the 
Captain. 

Muriel advanced slowly, and blushing 
deeply, gave the glass into Mr. Fleetwood's 
apparently trembling hand. She had de- 
tected sundry symptoms of suppressed 
laughter amongst the party, which convin- 
ced her that the f aU was not very bad, and 
not quite accidental. But she wisely affect- 
ed to believe it, and the patient rapidly 
amended. 

. Both he and his companions made them- 
selves exceedingly agreeable, and their gay 
chat passed away what otherwise would 
have been a very long afternoon. 

At last they departed, and Captain Gore, 
having discovered that one was the nephew 
of a very old friend, and another the son of 
a distinguished Admiral, graciously con- 
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sented when they asked permission to call 
and report on the sufferer's recovery, and to 
express their gratitude; after which, of 
course, a rapid friendship was struck up, and 
Muriel even danced two or three times in 
the lower set with Mr. Fleetwood and one 
or two of his companions; and many a 
merry laugh they had over the tumble 
down stairs. 

So passed on the days, unmarked by any 
very important event, and Muriel's mind 
was strengthened by new scenes and new 
acquaintances ; but it was just the outside 
of her life, for deep in the silence of her 
heart still lingered the faint echo of the 
music that had once sounded so full and 
sweet at the mention of Caryl's name. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



Alice's betbothed. 



Gold, gold, gold, gold ! 
Good or bad a thousandfold ; 
How widely its agencies yaiy, 
To saye, to ruin, to curse, to bless. 



Hood. 



Tl 1 BANTIMB Ropsley had subsided into 
-^^ a chronic state of quietude. The 

Gores were absent. Herbert cared for no 
society at home when Muriel was away, 
and the Langleys and Kate Kennedy were 
busy with wedding preparations; so the 
minor satellites of society followed in the 
wake, and only a few small and early 
musical parties came off during the months 
of July and August. Moreover, Oaryl was 
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absent ; his father was seriously though not 
fatally ill, and there was even a doubt 
whether the marriage noight not have to be 
postponed. 

But though society was at a stand-still, 
there was no want of a subject of con- 
versation, for Alice Evans had returned, 
bringing with her a gentleman, who 
sought the doubtful honour of an alliance 
with the Evans. He was " something* in 
the City,'* whatever that may be ; and be- 
sides that, he was an interesting widower, 
with a shade of sadness on his countenance 
as he reflected on the past, illumined by a 
gleam of pleasure as he thought of the 
future. He had, so to speak, one foot in 
the grave, the other on the step of the 
hymeneal altar. There was an epitaph in 
Kensal Green, an epithalamium in St. 
George's, Hanover Square, or some local 
church of a select character, a mingling, 
in the chorus of his life, of the wailing 
echoes of a funeral hymn with the joy- 
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ous ring of Mendelssohn's Wedding March. 
He had married his first wife for love ; he 
had paid that handsome tribute to the 
romance of life (he always prided himself 
on doing things handsomely) ; and now he 
was about to pay an equally handsome one 
to its stern realities, by marrying, if not 
exactly for money, at least for business. 
For the something he dealt in in the 
City was stocks and shares, and his ware- 
house was that great gambling room, the 
Stock Exchange ; but he was one of the 
croupiers, not the players, and they rake 
in the gold the headstrong gamblers stake, 
and they live in big houses in Belgravia 
and Tybumia, and roU in their carriages 
built in Long Acre ; while too often their 
clients, rash and greedy, grasp at hazard- 
ous ventures, and walk nearly barefoot in 
* 

the street. 

Mr Alberic Parsons was cautious and 
clever in his own way, which was not in the 
line of intellect. He had heard of the 
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Evans's, of their success in business, of the 
money they had annually to invest, and he 
saw that, as the husband of the only daugh- 
ter, his lines would be cast in pleasant 
places ,where he could pick up gold and 
silver as on the Tom Tidler's ground of 
our childhood; so, from the first day he 
met Alice, he resolved to appropriate that 
yet unwooed maiden to himself, very much 
in the spirit in which he would have 
purchased a piece of furniture for his house. 

" We met, 't was in a crowd," begins an 
old and famous song ; so did they, and, as 
Mrs. Evans afterwards said, "on such a 
sweet occasion." 

Alberic Parsons was not what might be 
termed a rehgious man, even in the widest 
sense of the word. He was not an Evan- 
gehcal, or Alice would never have listened 
to him. Ritualism was in its infancy at the 
time, or he might possibly have foUowed it, 
as soon as it became the fashion ; so he had 
adopted an indefinite form of faith, found- 

VOL. I. s 
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ed on tlie fact that, as lie had come into 
the world somehow, it was probably due to 
a Creator, whom he complimented with the 
title of the " Great and Good God." 

This hardly suited Mrs. Evans, but what 
could she do ? 

On the first receipt of the news, in a letter 
from Alice, she summoned Doctor O'Rourke 
to council. The doctor was duly amazed 
and distressed. His bright visions of a 
daughter-in-law were fading rapidly as he 
asked, 

" Is it indeed so ? Is AUce resolved up- 
on wedding with an unbeliever ?" 

" No ! not resolved, she has no will but 
mine in one respect. I cannot force her to 
accept anyone, but she will obey if I refuse 
my consent." 

"Be ye not unequally mated," quoted 
the doctor. j 

" She is not unequally mated, as regards li 

religion," was Mrs. Evans's answer. " She 
is not as yet of the number of the converted. 
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We have no proof that she is of the number 
of the elect. If she is, she cannot be lost, 
and, truth to tell, Doctor O'Rourke, she is 
a sore burden to me. She is silently 
disrespectful,' she does not perhaps openly 
rise in rebellion against me, but she hves 
in her home, an alien spirit, only waiting to 
revolt till she is strong enough, or finds a 
backer. Peace between us is maintained 
on sufferance, day by day." 

" How gladly would I lighten your bur- 
den, dear Mrs. Evans — ^how gladly take our 
dear, though mistaken Alice under my own 
training ! Nay, I may go so far as to say 
that in this my eldest son fully sympathizes ; 
yes, dear sister in the- Lord, my Alfred 
would willingly take her to his bosom ; and 
with him, you inow, she would, humanly 
speaking, have every door to the admission 
of saving grace into her heart throw open." 

" Would that it could be so ! I have 
already hinted at this, and it is in vain. 
There is no hope. Even if she weds not 

s2" 
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with this gentleman, she will not accept 
Alfred." 

What could the doctor say? He saw 
that Mrs. Evans was bent upon the match, 
and that, if he offered, he would probably 
find himself in a minority ; he therefore only 
sighed deeply, and said in his gentlest tones, 
" Let us hope for the best. It maybe that 
our dear Alice is yet one of the brands 
rescued from the burning, and that her life 
with Mr. Parsons may be a happy one here, 
even if they are separated by the great 
fiery gulf hereafter." 

This « amiable sentiment settled the 
business. 

It may be there are married couples even 
now who would echo it ; and what better 
can be expected, when marriage is convert- 
ed into a money-market, when rank is sold 
for wealth, when honesty and truth, religion 
and love, count for nothing in the balance, 
and the God of gold reigns triumphant; 
when those who are united for ever, heart 
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to heart here, soul to soul hereafter, only 
chafe unceasingly under the chain that 
binds them, and would look on the prospect 
of eternal union as something worse than 
the lower regions. 

However this may be, Mrs. Evans's con- 
sent was given. The young couple had 
met, as it has been said, "on a sweetly 
interesting occasion." Alberic Parsons 
had passed those too delightful hours of 
his first honeymoon in a remote village in 
Yorkshire. There had he and his bride 
attended the services of the church, and 
Alberic forgot how tumble-down was the 
appearance of the sacred building, in the 
soft halo thrown around it by the presence 
of his love. Amidst all his worldliness, the 
memory of those days lingered with a 
deeper power than even he himself was 
aware of. His truest, best, most unselfish 
thoughts were all linked with the little 
church at Moreton, and the grave in Kensal 
Green ; and when he heard how at last the 
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local authorities, lay and clerical, had woke 
np to a sense of the disgraceful state of 
their parish church, and had resolved to 
restore it, and, what is more practical, had 
actually done it, he sent a Hberal donation ; 
and on receiving an invitation to be present 
at the opening services, he resolved to 
accept it. 

The Ecclesiastical dissipations at More- 
ton, opened with a service in the church, 
followed by a procession round the church- 
yard. For this everybody was enlisted, 
and the prettiest girls in the parish were 
detailed to march immediately behind the 
clergy. 

Very pleasant, no doubt, but possibly, in 
the very correct ideas of the present day, 
somewhat unorthodox. Now, we should 
have the clergy bringing up the rear. 
Happy type of those who would drive, not 
lead, their flock3 in any given direction ! 

Alberic looked on admiringly ; he only 
wished the ladies had been drilled to keep 
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step, for whilst two marched bravely on, so 
close that the waving of the white surplices 
in the Summer wind fanned what the poets 
call "their burning brows," the others, 
more timid, and with worse ears for time 
and tune, lagged behind, and a huge gap 
was visible. The procession had a head 
and tail, but no centre was there ; it di- 
minished the picturesqueness, but was use- 
ful in another way. 

Amongst the invited was a youth who 
belonged to a third or fourth order of St. 
Some-body or other. It was just when the 
first beginniQgs of sisterhoods and brother- 
hoods in the English (I beg pardon, the 
Anglican) Church were developing them- 
selves. This youth conceived that incense 
was absolutely necessary to the success of 
a procession, and brought with him, in his 
carpet-bag, a cassock and a thurible, which, 
being deposited on the table in his room 
in the village inn, had excited much cu- 
riosity, and was decided by the chamber- 
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maid to be "a new sort of a kettle for a- 
making of his own tea I" But the Bishop 
of the Diocese was " low," and the Rector 
was fearful, and he prohibited the supposed 
tea-pot being used on the auspicious occa- 
sion. 

The brother, however, was determined 
not to have had all the trouble for nothing, 
and when the procession had fairly started 
he fell in behind, thurible and all, and waved 
it violently in the rear. 

The Rector was chanting a stern Gre- 
gorian, when he smelt something that was 
not the scent of wild-roses or honeysuckle, 
or even patcljouli and eau-de-Cologne. He 
sniffed and sniffed, then chanted another 
verse, then looked round, but the severance 
of the tail from the head prevented his see- 
ing the faint blue smoke that curled on the 
air ; and he marched on, trying to believe it 
was turf burning in some cottage, some 
new perfume used by the ladies, anything 
rather than that dangerous and deadly delu- 
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sion, " incense ;" and when tlie procession 
halted at the gate, and, after a blessing, was 
dispersed and resolved into separate atoms, 
the brother and the tea-pot had vanished ; 
and popular tradition still held to it, " that 
they had gone into the school-room, where 
the lunch was prepared," because some of 
the ladies liked tea. To the school-room, 
too, repaired Alberic ^Parsons; and there 
were the principal personages of the village 
and neighbourhood, assembled round the 
festive board, over which the genius of a 
Soyer or a Francatelli had not presided, 
where roast beef faced boiled beef, and the 
imagination of the cooks had not soared 
beyond jelly, not of the clearest, " blanc- 
mange" of the bluest, and sandwiches cut 
a week before. 

But the interest was not in the eatables, 
it was concentrated in the widowers ! There 
they were, an interesting band of mourners, 
their grief just toned down by time to the 
verge of resigned cheerfulness. They 
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abounded in that neighbourhood, especially 
amongst the clergy; large families and 
hard work consigned the poor ladies to 
middle-aged graves, and left the bereaved 
to the consolations so freely offered by the 
maidens of their various parishes. 

But Alberic Parsons was neither old nor 
poor; of a personable presence, with a man- 
ner that had the " reflection " of that of a 
well-bred man, and the reputation of having 
a splendid house in London, and the know- 
ledge that he had " no incumbrances," he 
was truly eligible, and felt it. 

One girl caught his eye at the luncheon 
as she had in the procession, and that was 
Alice Evans. He asked her name, and 
found that she was the daughter and sister 
of the great mercantile house of Evans. 

What an opening was here to extend 
his business! — to invest their profits for 
them, and receive in return the commission 
justly earned. Besides, Alice looked very 
sweet and gentle, and he needed a lady at 
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the head of his table. His disposition was 
a very domestic one, and the vacant place 
by his fireside was very sad to him. He 
sat and meditated on howwell the fair-haired 
Alice would fill it^ when he heard himself 
called upon to return thanks for the 
strangers present. 

Mr. Parsons was equal to the occasion. 
He rose to his feet, and commenced a speech, 
which sounded eloquent, but which, if it had 
been printed, would have been somewhat 
disconnected. That, however, is not an un- 
usual fault. I remember a very good story 
being told of a certain M.P., not famed 
for the fluency of his language, who object- 
ed to a report of his speech, made on the 
hustings during the heat of a contested 
election, by the short-hand writer of an op- 
position paper. 

The reporter could not say that it was a 
literal report, but maintained that he had 
faithfully given the sense of the speech; 
yet, still unappeased, the would-be M.P. 
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persisted that his words should be taken 
down literally on the next occasion. The 
reporter consented, on condition that he was 
overlooked by the reporter of the candi- 
date's own particular journal. It was done ; 
and next day a faithful transcript having 
been made, it was shown to our friend. 

To his astonishment, it was a series of " a- 
hems, gentlemen I" " free and independent 
electors I gentlemen, a-hom 1" " government 
measures, a-hem I" and so on, not one con- 
secutive sentence, and with no clue to its 
meaning; and he was obliged to acknow- 
ledge that it was entirely owing to the 
skill of the reporter that he was supposed 
to have made any speech at all. It is 
needless to say that he is a silent member 
of the House to this day. 

And why should a stock-broker be less 
eloquent than a senator ? Therefore Alberic 
Parsons might fairly be congratulatied on 
making a speech that could be understood. 
He complimented everybody present in 
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general, and himself in particular ; lie allud- 
ed to the acuteness of his remembrance, 
to the happy days now gone for ever, to 
the faded hopes and clouded sky, and to 
his gift to the restoration fund, which he 
trusted would bear witness to the fidelity 
of his love and the eternity of his sorrow, 
a gift that perhaps might be considered too 
liberal, as coming from a stranger, but he 
felt that where his first hours of happiness 
had been spent, there still lingered for him 
memories that endeared the past, and, pos- 
sibly, hopes that might brighten the future. 

The widowers wept in chorus, the ladies 
speculated whether Mr Parsons meant 
Heaven or marrying again; and Alberic 
sat down amidst melancholy enthusiasm, 
quite overcome by his feelings ; he could 
not go on, his own eloquence was too much 
for him. 

" How interesting 1" said a lady who sat 
next Alice. "What a charming young 
man !" 
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" He is very nice," said Alice, and that 
was about the wannest sensation of appro- 
bation that she could feel about anybody. 
At last the lunch broke up, and the guests 
dispersed, and Alberic returned with the 
friends of Alice. He was staying in the 
neighbourhood, and, therefore, the intro- 
duction once effected, it was not difficult to 
pursue the affair. 

It seemed at first incredible to Alice that 
anyone shouldbe actually making love to her; 
but there could be no doabt about it ; and 
she began to reflect how very duU home was, 
how completely she was trodden under foot 
by her mother, and treated as a child, 
when she had passed, by some years, the 
time of childhood. Not allowed to have 
an opinion of her own, not a. friend of her 
own selection, and now there was opened 
to her a promise of independence, a home of 
her own, and, most of all, absence from her 
mother. 

So when Mr. Parsons, after about a 
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fortnight's courtship, ventured to speak of 
his love, Alice blushed and listened, and 
referred him to " mamma." And thus had 
, come about this wonderful and unlocked- 
for match. Alice might have done worse. 
Alberic Parsons had nothing of the knave 
about him ; he was simply a self-conceited 
noodle. Now this is a character more 
dangerous in society than a clever scoun- 
drel. The latter have sense enough to 
keep out of little mischiefs, scandal and 
tale-bearing. They do not blindly believe 
every piece of tittle-tattle they hear — their 
crimes against society are usually commit- 
ted for some great end of personal advan- 
tage; but as for blockheads, they make 
themselves and everybody else uncomfort- 
able, and we feel how very much we prefer 
a rogue whom we can guard against, to 
a fool whom we cannot match, because 
we never know what absurdity he is after. 
There was no reason to fear that Alice's 
life would be rendered miserable by vice 
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or dishonour; and luckily her character 
was not deep enough to suffer from his 
petty vanities, as a more intellectual wo- 
man might have done. 

Mrs. Evans's consent was duly received, 
and Alice led home her victim in triumph. 
It was just at this time that the Gores re- 
turned home, but Muriel remained with 
some old friends of her father's; and there 
it was that strange and wonderful news 
reached her, and that she saw Caryl once 
morel 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



BROKEN TIES. 



She is alone, unwed and yet widowed, 
Sacred her youth to the love of her youth. 

Holme Lee. 

fTlHE milliners and dress-makers of Rop- 
-** sley were wholly unequal, in Kate 
Kennedy's ideas, to the carrying out of such 
a trousseau as she considered indispens- 
ably requisite to " being married in style." 
Therefore, accompanied by Miss Jerome, 
she had repaired to London, and there was 
joined by her father, who came to England, 
as in duty bound, expressly to see that 
settlements were properly drawn out. They 
had rooms in a street leading northwards 
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from Oxford Street, and there, on one 
lovely morning in the middle of July, sat 
Kate, her father, and Miss Jerome, discuss- 
ing their breakfast before commencing the 
labours of the day. 

Kate was evidently what she would have 
called " out of sorts." She tossed over the 
letters laid out for her inspection with a 
discontented glance, and took up the Times. 
" My dear," said Miss Jerome, mildly, 
*^ have you overlooked Captain Trevor's 
letter ? There is one, I am sure." 

" Of course there is, Jerrie ; he writes 
every day. What a bore it is 1 Does the 
man expect me to answer them, I wonder ? 
I grow tired of a perpetual repetition of the 
same thing — ^an unending conjugation of the 
verb * To Love.' It gets wearisome. I 
shaU get up a quarrel, for a change— only 
it is difficult. He will agree with me, on 
every point." 

" He'll get over that by-and-by, Kate," 
remarked Mr. Kennedy. " Such com- 
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plaisance is not a disease that married men 
suffer from as a rule ; there may be excep- 
tions. I never felt tempted to form one my- 
self." 

Kate vouchsafed no answer; she studied 
the paper in silence till she came to the 
theatrical announcements, and then she 
suddenly addressed her father. 

" Padre, dear, I must really have a box for 
the Opera to-night. Grisi and Mario sing. 
You must not say no ; you will not be 
bothered with me long, so you have to 
indulge me while I am with you." 

"It is July, my child," plaintively 
sighed Mr. Kennedy ; " and the fag end of 
the season. Music hath not charms to soothe 
this savage breast, with the thermometer 
at eighty, and no one in town." 

" Padre, I have my reasons. I do not 
mind stalls, but I much prefer a box. I 
shall walk with you down Bond Street, 
and we can select one at Mitchell's." 

Mr. Kennedy groaned. 

t2 
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"I wonder any man alive would ever 
rear a daughter** lie hummed ; but, being 
well aware of Kate*s positive nature, and 
too indolent to resist, he suffered himself 
to be made amartyr of , and signified his 
consent. 

Kate and her father, as they strolled 
slowly down Bond Street, looked about as 
good specimens of a high-bred English- 
man and his daughter as could well be 
found. He was tall, upright, and well 
dressed ; his hair and whiskers, once jetly- 
black, now tinged with grey, were carefully 
brushed and well arranged ; his dark eyes 
had not lost their fire, and his step was as 
firm as it had been tweniy years before. 
Yet those who had known him then could 
have traced the work of years in the 
changed expression of his face. It had 
become stem and hard, and beneath all 
his careless, indolent insouciance lurked a 
strong will and a worldly disposition. His. 
one aim and object now was Kate's mak- 
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ing a good marriage, and though he was 
thoroughly satisfied with Caryl Trevor, 
as a man of good birth, and heir to a nice 
property, yet sundry revelations, uncon- 
sciously divulged by worthy Miss Jerome, 
had discovered to him glimpses of another 
affair which would have pleased him better, 
and which he considered had been horribly 
mismanaged. He read Mrs. Evans's 
character thoroughly; he saw that her 
object had been to get Trevor out of Her- 
berths path, and that she had been more 
than a match for either Kate or Muriel, 
and he felt a regret, which he was too 
polite to express, that the expectant bride- 
groom was not Beauvilliers in lieu of 
Trevor. 

Mr. Kennedy was too thoroughly a man 
of the world not to appreciate, at its full 
value, an old title and a vast and unen- 
cumbered estate. Beauvilliers' s failings 
were, he considered, only the wild oats 
whose crops are so freely sown by the 
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young aristocracy. He would settle down 
wlien once a married man, and take his 
place amongst the Peers in the Upper 
House, fuUy qualified to give a decided 
opinion on every question of reform, moral 
and social. 

" On ne pent pas faire des omelettes sans cas^ 
ser des oeufs^^ saith a French proverb, and 
if the Beauvilliers' omelette required a few 
more than usual before being served up in 
the character of an hereditary legislator, 
he could afford it ; for if charity covers a 
multitude of sins, money covers a much 
greater number. 

He was struck by Kate's sudden desire 
for an Opera box, and by her pettish neg- 
lect of CaryFs daily letter, and suspected 
that some peculiar object of attractioli was 
.probably to be there; if so, how had she 
heard it ? He then remembered that Kate, 
accompanied by her maid, had walked 
across Hyde Park early in the afternoon of 
the preceding day, ia search of a wonder- 
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ful cleaner of old lace, whose dwelling was 
somewhere in the aristocratic neighbour- 
hood of Belgrave Square, but very much 
in the rear of it, of course. 

Whom had she met whilst on this expedi- 
tion ? This question he was unable to solve, 
and, like a wise man, he resolved to wait 
the turn of events, and be guided by cir- 
cumstances. 

As Kate walked by his side, he looked 
at her with pride and pleasure; a hand- 
somer face, a more graceful figure, would 
not be seen in that focus of beauty, the 
Opera, during the London season. There, 
where the fairest of earth are assembled, 
Kate would match with the loveliest and 
proudest. 

She knew it too ; and she prized this gift 
at a higher value than a country gentle- 
man's honest love. She had accepted him, 
and she loved him, but rank and wealth 
were more to her than Caryl ; yet she 
sighed as she thought of the path on which 
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she was entering. She could not look the 
future in the face, and she determined not 
to think — ^the very worst determination at 
which a woman can arrive. 

Mitchell's was reached, and the box 
secured. 

" Kate,** said Mr. Kennedy, " I suppose 
you intend me to go with you, and Miss 
Jerome also ? Do you expect any visitors 
during the evening ?" 

" Possibly, padre." Kate actually blush- 
ed. " I met an old friend yesterday.** 

" Indeed,** calmly observed Mr. Ken- 
nedy ; " not Mr. Trevor, I presume, or we 
should have seen him in Queen Street. It 
would have been his duty to call upon me*'* 

"No, not Mr. Trevor — Lord Beau- 
villiers.'* 

"I thought so,** was Mr. Kennedy's 
mental remark. " Oh I indeed,** was his 
audible one. " He probably suggested this 
visit to the Opera ?** 

" He is very fond of music.** 
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" In pleasant society, I should say. He 
would not care to sit in the pit, and enjoy 
music for music's sake/* 

" In the pit, padre I Lord BeauviUiers 
in the pit 1" 

" Why not, ina belle ? When you are 
Mrs. Trevor, boxes and stalls will be im- 
possibilities to you." 

" Why so ? Caryl wiU be very well off." 

" Very well off, pet, are not words sug- 
gestive of luxury, even if they hint at com- 
fort. Besides, remember that Trevor Hall 
must be kept up, and a certain position in 
the county maintained ; there will be no 
spare cash for expensive amusement." 

"Padre, did you remember this when 
you gave your consent ?" 

" My very dear child, you informed me 
that you loved Mr. Trevor; you did not 
say that Opera boxes, the season in Lon- 
don, and an annual trip to the Continent, 
were to be essentials in the contract." 
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" They seemed impossibilities ; why 
should I speak of them ?' 

" Are they not so now ?" 

Kate was silent. 

They had turned out of Bond Street, and 
were nearing the Marble Arch. 

** At this momenti KatOi a cigar is one 
of my essentials. Will you walk with me 
under the shade of the trees, where I may 
indulge in the luxury ?** 

They strolled into the Park. Mr. Ken- 
nedy slowly and deliberately struck a 
match and lighted his cigar, then gave two 
or three solemn puffs, watched a ring of 
smoke floating on the air, and, seating 
himself on a bench, pointed to Kate to place 
herself by his side. 

" Do you see, Kate," he said, at length, 
"how the sunlight plays through the 
boughs and flickers on the grass ? After 
all, there is nothing like English grass. 
They don't understand what we mean by 
green turf abroad 1" 
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j,^ " Padre, you did not bring me here to 

discourse on grass," cried Kate, passion- 
ately. 

" You are right, Kate ; I wanted simply 
1 to know what game you have in hand. 

Cannot you trust me? Make me your 
friend; perhaps I know more than you 
imagine. Tell me the truth — do you love 
Caryl Trevor ?" 

" I do 1 I do I — ^very dearly ; but I am a 
woman, and the contrast is so great." 

" What contrast ?" 

" The position and wealth of Beauvilliers 
and that of Caryl." 

. " There you are right ; but one is at 
your command — ^the other is not." 

" Are you sure of that, padre ? Per- 
haps Beauvilliers regrets that he left the 
field to Cajyl." 

" Perhaps Beauvilliers was led astray. 
Our Evangelical friend, Mrs. Evans, may 
not have proved as trustworthy a guardian 
as I thought. Kate, did it ever strike you 
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that she had an object of her own in se- 
parating you from Beauvilliers ?" 

" What object P" 

" To clear the ground for Herbert. Did 
not Trevor show certain symptoms of liking 
Muriel ?" 

" Certainly he did. I see it now I — it was 
she who told Beauvilliers that I was only 
playing with him I" 

" She is capable of it. Did Lord Beau- 
villiers speak of it ?* 

"Yes, padre; we met entirely by ac- 
cident, but he recognised me, and joined 
me. We walked together for some time, 
and he was very cross at first, but after- 
wards he saw that I was vexed, and he was 
very kind." 

Mr. Kennedy puffed at his cigar in 
silence ; he was sure that Kate would go 
on with the subject — ^she was full of it. 

" He was very sorry about it all," she 
continued ; " he said he was miserable." 

" And you proposed the Opera as a con- 
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solation ? We* could find a better one, 
Kate, but it is too late.'* 

He watched the effect of his words 
stealthily. 

" Too late ! yes, I suppose it is ; but it 
does seem hard, padre, to give up such a 
position. And yet, poor Caryl I — ^it would 
break his heart.'* 

" I don't believe in broken hearts, Kate. 
Men have so many sources of consolation. 
Tell me, carina (I never yet understood 
it), why does he speak of exchanging his 
regiment ?" 

" I don't exactly know. I think he does 
not quite get on with Colonel St. Barbe." 

^ " But is it not a pity ? The regiment is 
just home from India ; before it is ordered 
out again, he may be a field-officer, and 
master of Trevor Hall. If he exchanges in- 
to the 121st, he will have to go abroad in 
a year." 

" Yes, padre, but before that he can ex- 
change again." 
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**Non8ens6» child; these perpetual ex- 
changes are expensive, and very bad for a 
man's professional career. I shall expect 
him to remain where he is/* 

" Lord Beauvilliers is in the regiment," 
said Kate, in a low voice. 

" Well, what of that ? Kate, your fortune 
is but a small one, and I cannot afford to 
settle anything upon you at present. Mr. 
Trevor is not an old man. Caryl's allow- 
ance is a very fair one, but he cannot 
afford perpetual exchanges. I will not al- 
low it." 

Kate looked up suddenly. 

" Tell hiTn so, then, padre ; say that you 
like the regiment, that I like it, that we 
do not wish hiTn to exchange, and see what 
he says." 

" You wish me to do this, Kate ? Very 
well, I will do so ; but let me see Beauvil- 
liers first, — ^if I find him inclined to run 
straight, you had better leave the rest in 
my hands." 
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No further word was spoken on the sub- 
ject, father and daughter understood each 
other, and Caryl's fate trembled in the 
balance. Had he not deserved it? The 
Opera was probably a good one, and well 
sung, yet, except Miss Jerome, none of the 
party heard much of it. 

Lord Beauvilliers joined the Kennedys 
almost immediately ; his attentions to Kate 
were unmistakeable, and his desire to gain 
Mr. Kennedy's good-will perfectly obvious 
to that acute individual. A ride in the 
Park was arranged for next morning, and 
Mr. Kennedy, to show his desire to be on 
good terms with the young lord, invited 
him to dine with him next day at the 
club, and join the ladies afterwards at the 
theatre, observing, 

" You see that Kate will be so shut up, 
either in garrison with the regiment, or. 
down in Olodshire, that I wish her to have 
aU possible pleasure now." 

Kate frowned. Lord Beauvilliers smiled 
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triumphantly, and Caryrs fate was sealed. 
Tlie truth was that Beauvilliers had been 
bitterly stung by the jokes of his brother 
officers as to his having let Kate be appro- 
priated by his rival, and he had come up to 
London determined if possible to gain the 
petty triumph of " cutting out Trevor." If 
Kate had only waited a little longer before 
she engaged herself to Trevor, it would 
never have taken place, for the young lord, 
out of very opposition, would have come 
forward as soon as he heard a whisper of 
Caryl's proposal, and carried off the prize. 
But he had let the opportumty slip. Whilst 
on leave, attending sundry race meetings, 
the affair had been concluded, and it only 
remained for him to undo what had been 
done. 

He found a valuable ally in Mr. Kennedy, 
who began by writing to Trevor his decided 
objection to any exchange of regiment, and 
his disapproval of certam stipulations in 
the settlements. 
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Trevor's answers were calm and gentle- 
manly. He pointed out the objections 
that existed to his remaining in Colonel St. 
Barbe's regiment. That his conduct to- 
wards Miss Gore had been utterly mis- 
construed, and the attentions he had 
shown to a mere school-girl misinterpreted. 
(How his heart belied him as he wrote 
those words !) That the Colonel and ' his 
brother-officers had adopted towards him a 
bearing which, if it afforded no ground 
for open remonstrance, rendered it very 
unpleasant for him to remain amongst 
them; and that, in addition, he did not wish 
to expose his wife to the unwelcome atten- 
tions of Lord Beauvilliers. 

All this made a very pretty ground of 
quarrel, and at last a hasty letter arrived, 
reproaching Kate for allowing Lord Beau- 
villiers to appear in public everywhere with 
her — a fact he had heard from the junior 
ensign, who detested Kate, and was only 
too glad to carry back to Ropsley the re- 
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port 6t how Miss Kennedy was flirting with 
Beau, as he himself had seen. This hope- 
ful youth, moreover, having to write to 
Trevor (his Captain) on regimental busi- 
ness, contrived to bring in a carefully- 
worded sentence, in which he alluded to 
what he had seen in London. 

Kate flushed crimson when she read the 
letter, which she found, as usual, on the 
breakfast-table. Mr. Kennedy was watch- 
ing her, and saw the angry look, but he 
remained silent tiU Miss Jerome had left 
the room. 

" What is it, pet ?" he said then, putting 
down the Times. 

"You can read it for yourself," was 
Kate's reply, as she handed him the letter. 

" Very impertinent," remarked Mr. Ken- 
nedy, when, after a careful perusal, he gave 
it back. " I am astonished that a man of 
Trevor's sense should conceive himself 
entitled to object to any course of conduct 
you pursue whilst under a father's control, 
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and with his sanction. I shall answer 
this." 

"Pray do, padre. If Caryl is going 
to give himself airs, I shall certainly not 
take the trouble of writing any explana- 
tion. Don't forget, though, that Lord 
Beauvilliers is to be here at eleven for 
our ride. You will be ready, will you 
not r 

" Certainly, Kate. My letter will not 
detain me long." 

Nor did it. At eleven o'clock Mr. Ken- 
nedy came down calm and composed, and 
simply remarked to Kate, 

" I have written to Trevor, and given 
him my opinion frankly ; the letter is gone 
to post. It is better that you should not 
see it. I told him that you had not done 
so." 

Kate made no reply. Her heart was 
very heavy as she thought of Caryl, for she 
knew that it was over now — a breach was 
made, and the fortress was all but taken, 
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yet she would not draw back. Pride of 
rank and wealth had taken possession of 
her, and these are evil spirits, difficult to 
exorcise. Besides, her high and untrained 
spirit rose in rebellion against what she 
considered interference and dictation on 
Caryl's part, and though a foreboding of 
life-long sorrow in the path she was pur- 
suing haunted her, yet she had taken the 
first steps in that wrong road, and she 
would not retrace them. 

Lord BeauviUiers noticed her unusual 
gravity, and was well pleased. 

" She begins to repent that she has tied 
herself up to that fellow," he thought, and 
with the amiable view of deepening that 
repentance, he redoubled his attentions, 
and gave Kate clearly to understand that, 
had it not been for her position as the af- 
fianced of Trevor, his hand, heart, and 
coronet would be laid at her feet. 

Mr, Kennedy's letter to Caryl produced 
an effect he had not calculated upon. Two 
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days after its despatch, and even whilst 
Mr. Kennedy was expressing to Kate his 
astonishment at receiving no reply by 
that morning's post, a cab drove up, a 
double rap sounded on the door, and the 
maid-of-all-work, entering the breakfast- 
room, announced — 

" A gentleman a- waiting upstairs to see 
you or Miss Kennedy, sir — says he ain't in 
no 'urry, and which 'is name is Trayfors." 

Kate turned pale, and half -rose from her 
chair. 

"My dear child," said her father, "you 
promised to leave this to me. I will send 
for you if I consider it wise so to do." 

" You will speak kindly to him, padre ?'* 

" Of course I shall, Kate. I may not 
think it well that this engagement should 
continue, even though it has gone so far ; 
yet I have no reason to act with any want 
of courtesy to Mr. Trevor." 

" But has it not gone too far to be broken 
off now ?" 
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" Really, Kate, you know very little of 
the world — ^the world of fashion especially, 
if you do not know that out of twenty 
matches announced in the Morning Post^ 
at least one quarter are done away with 
at the eleventh hour — ^indeed, there are 
cases I know of myself when Gunter's men 
had actually put up the breakfast-tables, 
and brought home the cake, and yet the 
engagement has been broken off. In one 
instance the affair only terminated the day 
before that fixed for the marriage, and it 
was the work of the afternoon and evening 
to write notes to the invited guests, to 
postpone the breakfast. Be easy, carina. 
Whatever is done, shall be done with a due 
regard to your position, and Mr. Trevor's 
feelings." 

With this lofty announcement, Mr. Ken* 
nedy walked in a stately manner out of the 
room, and Kate was left alone, with a 
beating heart, to await the result of the 
interview. It seemed to her many hours 



ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 295 

that she sat there ; but it was less than 
one when Mr. Kennedy re-entered the room. 
" Kate," he said, " I regret that I cannot 
bring Captain Trevor round to inj views of 
the necessity of remaining in his regiment. I 
have told him that I cannot allow you either 
to run the risk of going to India,or of remain- 
ing alone in England. - Also I pointed out to 
him that his father was yet a young man, 
and his succession to the family estate a 
remote contingency ; and that the provision 
he proposes to make for you, in case of his 
death, by an insurance on his life, is totally 
inadequate. Should he die before his father, 
the pension you would he entitled to, and 
the small income you would derive from 
the life-insurance, in addition to your own, 
would be poverty, comparatively speaking. 
He refuses to increase the sum, alleging it 
would leave him straitened in income ; and 
he also declines to relinquish his plan of an 
exchange. This leaves me no choice, and 
I have told him that, under these circum- 
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stances, 1 withdraw my consent; that 
had he not run up to London to answer my 
letter in person, I should have sent for 
him, after the last communication I this 
morning received from his solicitors in reply 
to mine, and that he must consider all at 
an end for the present." 

Kate started. 
For the present ?*' 

Yes, my pet; but it is for you to 
decide, if you choose, to promise not to many 
anyone else till he is in a better position. 
I cannot allow of an indefinite and positive 
engagement." 

" Does he Vish to see me ?*' 

" He does ; and I think you had better 
do so. Kemember what is at stake, and 
do not let your feelings run away with 

you." 

Kate bent her head in silence, and Mr. 
Kennedy went to summon Caryl. A few 
moments more and the young man stood 
before Kate, a dark expression of nungled 
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anger and grief on his pleasant face. 

" Is this your doing, Kate ? You knew, 
when you accepted me, that for some years 
at least we should not be rich ; why have 
you let things go so far, only to cast me 
off at last ? Have you ceased to love me ?" 

" No, Caryl, no ! — never believe that ; 
but I cannot disobey my father." 

" Then you will wait, .my darling, will 
you not ? I may get some staff appoint- 
ment ; my father may increase my allow- 
ance. You will give me hope ? We are 
both young enough to wait." 

"lean make no promises, Caryl; only 
be sure of this, that, come what may, I 
shall always love you best of all." 

" But what is love, Kate, if it will not 
wait and trust ?" 

" I cannot say ; but this I know, we 
must part now, and, if you would not make 
it so hard to me, I would bless you when I 
remember you." 

"Part! Kate, my own Kate, do not 
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say that 1 We shall meet again — surely 
we shall — ^in happier days ; and then when 
I claim you, you will come to me, will you 
not ?' 

" Yes, Caryl, my darling ; when happier 
days come, if you and I are free, I will 
send for you. Till then, God bless you, 
dear 1 — we must part." 

Trevor tried tp plead his cause — ^to ex- 
tract from Kate a promise to wait for him ; 
but Kate, half tempted as she was to yield, 
was true to her worse self, and only held 
out the indefinite hopes she had already 
given. Mr. Kennedy's entrance ended the 
interview. There was nothing for Trevor 
but to bid Kate farewell, saying, as he did 
so, 

" Remember that, sooner or later, I shall 
return to claim you." 

" That is well over," said Mr. Kennedy, 
with a sigh of relief. " Now, Kate, for our 
morning ride." 

But Kate did not ride that day, and it 
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was Mr. Kennedy who joined Lord Beau- 
villiers in the Park, and told him that the 
foolish affair with Trevor was ended. 

" Then there is hope for me ?" said 
Beauvilliers. 

" Assuredly, my lord ; but you must wait 
a few days, and then I may venture to 
promise you success." 

And this was the end of all Mrs. Evans's 
schemes ; for this Muriel had loved in vain, 
and suffered such pain and sorrow. Caryl 
was free ( if he had only believed it), and 
Kate about to become the wife of Lord 
Beauvilliers. 

Caryl did not believe in his freedom; 
he cherished in his heart Kate's part- 
ing words, " I love you best of all," — " I 
will send for you," — and he resolved to go 
to India at once, try for a staff appoint- 
ment there, and then persuade Kate, who 
would be of age, to go out to him. It 
is very easy to effect an exchange to India, 
and before the end of a fortnight Caryl 
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was ready to embark on board the troop- 
ship lying at Spithead. 

Muriel was still at Portsmouth, or, 
rather, Southsea, with her friends the 
Fitzroys. She had thoroughly enjoyed the 
admiration she received, but one thought 
lingered deep in her heart — " Caryl, I was 
not unworthy of your love — not so ugly, 
not so stupid as to be no fit match for you. 
Perhaps you will hear of it some day, and 
then will you be just a little proud that 
Muriel Gore cared more for you than for 
all the world besides ?" 

But on one sunny afternoon, when she 
came back with Captain and Mrs. Fitzroy 
from a drive, she found a letter from Alice, 
and as she read it the words seemed to 
swim before her eyes. 

" Captain Trevor is going, or gone, 
to India," wrote Alice, after announcing 
her own engagement. "He has been 
very badly treated by Kate. The affair 
is all off, and, it is said, in consequence 



ONE LOVE IN A LIFE. 301 

of her flirtation with Lord BeauvilKers." 

Caryl ill-treated ! Caryl free ! There 
was a strange mixture of pain and pleasure 
in Muriel's thoughts. It had been very 
diflScult for her to look forward to the time 
when he should be the husband of another 
woman, and it would be wrong for her to 
love him. 

She did not feel this in any religious 
sense — ^her own instinct told her that it must 
be so ; but now, though he was going so far 
away, though perhaps (how she dwelt on 
that perhaps !) they might never meet 
again, she might remember him, might 
love him, without wronging her own 
purity of heart. Only one thing she longed 
for — ^to see him just once again. 

And she did, for that very evening 
Caryl came down to Portsmouth to em- 
bark. 

How hot it was 1 The breeze had gone 
down, and the sea lay like a sheet of glass, 
the moonbeams making a silver path upon 
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it — just suoli a path as Muriel when a child 
longed to walk upon, far across the wayes, 
till she reached the happy isles that she 
was sure she should find where it ended. 

Muriel was walking on the parade with 
Mrs. Fitzroy, when a boat grated on 
the beach, and the rowers rested on their 
oars, waiting, as it seemed, for a pas* 
senger. 

They watched the boat and saibrs in 
idle curiosity, and presently saw two men 
bringing down some light luggage, and a 
gentleman following them. 

He stopped close to where Muriel and 
Mrs. Fitzroy were sitting, and then spoke. 

" The heavy baggage went on board early, 
did it not?" 

" Yes, captain, it is all right. I saw it 
on board, and then came to meet you at 
the train. A pleasant night for a row, 
sir?" 

Muriel had started when the first words 
met her ear; she recognised Caryl's 
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voice, and she knew the other to be his 
servant. She watched them breathlessly, 
and Trevor spoke again : 

" Yes, I prefer going quietly on board. 
We sail at day-break, I believe ?" 

The servant took his master*s coat from 
him, and went towards the boat, in which 
the baggage was now placed. 
** All is ready, sir," he said. 
Trevor turned to look back on the town 
— ^it was the. last time for years that his foot 
would tread on English ground, and as he 
did so he saw Muriel. 

How pale and sad she looked in the 
moonlight 1 There was no reserve, no shy- 
ness now. All the deep love of the girl's 
heart shone out in the large dark eyes, and 
Caryl, as by a flash of lightning, saw how 
he was loved, and what a heart he had 
carelessly flung away. 

He could not have spoken — a thousand 
different and contending feelings were 
choking him, and he only, as he passed to 
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the boat, looked with one long, loving look 
into Muriel's eyes, and bent his head in a 
silent farewell. 

A moment more, the oars plashed in the 
water, the boat rowed up the silver path, 
and Muriel was the richer for one look 
whose memory never faded in all the long 
years to come. 

" Who was that ? — did you know him ?" 
asked Mrs. Fitzroy. 

" Yes, I knew him at Ropsley ; it is 
Captain Trevor." 

And that was the last time for njany a 
weary month that Muriel spoke his name. 
Thus her girlhood ended; thus her 
Spring passed into Summer, for girhood is 
indeed over when love has passed into re- 
membrance, and is locked up in the secret 
shrine of the yoimg heart, to be looked at 
and mourned over in the darkness and si- 
lence, whilst all the rest of the world ima- 
gine there is nothing hidden there. 

Muriel was a woman now — ^was the Sum- 
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mer of her life to be ricli in flowers, or swept 
by storm and tempest ? Was it to make 
full amends for the barren Spring time ? or 
was she, like so many more, to have that 
hard, stern lesson to learn, how to suffer 
and be strong ? 



END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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